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Lone Bear’s Paleface. 


By the author of “BUFFALO BILL.” 


CHAPTER. I: 


CHEYENNE AND DAKOTA. 


Of all the fine hunting countries in the old wild West- ¢ 


ern days there was none finer than Wyoming, which is 
still, in spite of the progress of civilization, perhaps the 
best game preserve in the United States. | 

It was a territory in which the king of the scouts, Buf- 
falo Bill, had often bagged grizzlies, mountain lions, 
wolves, and other big game, in company with his stead- 
fash friends and brave comrades, Wild Bill Hickok and 
“ette Wharton. 

/\»~hey had, therefore, been willing enough to accept 
the invitation of their “blood brothers,’ the Bear Chey- 
ennes, to take part in their fall hunting. 

The circumstances under which the three scouts be- 
came allied with this Indian tribe and the thrilling ad- 
ventures which they went through together were fully 
described in the last story in the Buffalo Bill series, en- 
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titled “Buffalo Bill’s Cheyenne Comrades; or, The Brand 


of the Death Brotherhood.” 

It was now the middle of the fall, and the three scouts 
were sitting around their camp fire on the bank of a small, 
limpid stream about fifty miles from the Montana border, 
in the heart of the finest hunting country in all Wyo- 
ming. | 

They had finished an enjoyable dinner of deer meat 
and coffee, and were lying at full length on the grass, 
talking over the adventures they had encountered to- 
gether and speculating as to what luck had attended the 
hunting of their/Cheyenne comrades. 

Two days before, they had left the redskins in order 
to take a little hunting trip on their own account. ! 

That it had been successful was proved by the nu- 
merous pelts that were strewn upon the grass, drying. © 
Several of these skins were those of the ferocious grizzly, 


‘and the dangerous mountain lion. 


A single glance at the three men would have been 
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P ‘enough to show that such success as they had met with 


were accustomed to conquer their foes, whether those 
foes were the wild beasts of the prairie and forest, or the 


was not unusual with them. They were all men who 


nobler game—man. 
Of the three men, the one whe preserited the most 
striking and impressive appearance was, tall and hand- 


_ some, with flowing, black hair, broad, well-set shoulders, 


a head thrown back fearlessly in the manner of a man 
used to command, and piercing, fiery eyes that had in 


_ them a look of indomitable will and courage. 


Even in that territory, which was full at that time of 
all the bravest and boldest spirits of the Wild West, he 
was a man who would have attracted much more sats a 


| Pasting glance.. | 
Col. William F. Cody—for the man was that famous - 


frontiersman—was not yet in the zenith of his fame, but 
his name was known all over the West as that of one of 
the best shots and most skillful and fearless scouts. 
Wild Bill. was a man of much the same type as his 
friend and leader, except that his hair was a light gold, 
and he was much more reckless in character. He had not 
the border king’s skill as a leader of men, but he. yielded 


- to none in courage and resolution. 


_essly together. 


which was stretched out on the ground, 


Nick Wharton, the old trapper, was a are contrast 
to his two comrades. He looked, as usual, the first 


cousin to a scarecrow. His hunting jacket was a patch-. 


work of ragged coonskins and rabbit skins sewn care- 
Yet he was not a man whom anyone 
would have felt inclined to laugh at or take liberties with. 

There was a merry twinkle in his eye, and his mouth 
puckered every now and then into humorous lines, as if 
he was enjoying some quiet joke all to himself. But all 
the same, there was a look of stern resolution on his face, 
and lines that showed he had been through many 
desperate adventures and. periled his life again and again. 

“Thet mount’in lion you killed this afternoon war an 
all-fired big ’un, Buffler,” said Nick, as he threw a fresh 
log on the fire, and puffed at his pipe. 

“Yes, admitted the border king, looking at the skin, 
“He was pretty 
nearly as big as that one which got you down in a bear 
pit and pretty nearly settled you two years ago in Colo- 
rado.” 


“Durned lucky for me you pumped teil into him when 
you did,” Wild Bill remarked. “If you had been a few 
seconds later I guess I’d have been a gone coon.” 

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” said the king of the 
scouts.. ‘You still had your bowie knife, though he had 


knocked the rifle out of- your hand.” 


“You know how much’good a knife is against an angry 
mountain lion. I’d have been dead meat sure enough, 
Buffler, if it hadn’t been for you.” | 


‘Before Buffalo Bill could. ‘make an. answer to this re- 


ao Nick ey suddenly extended his arm and 


we 
ies 


* still burning’ fire. 
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pointed to a couple of small specks far off on the distant 
plain, away to the south. The prairie was growing dark, 
for the setting sun had already sunk below the western — 
horizon. 

The three scouts’ stared intently at the spi for in 
those wild days, when the various Indian tribes were still — 
unsubdued, and bandits were numerous all over the West, 
any approaching stranger might be a possible foe. 

The specks were very indistinct, and for some mo- 
‘ments nothing could be made of them. Then Wild Bill 
said: 

“T guess you've got the best eyes, Cody.’ Can you 
make outswhat the trouble is?” 

“It looks as if there is one man riding ahead for all 
he’s worth, and several others are piling after him in a 
bunch. There’s an almighty lot of dust... 1 guess some 
poor devil is being chased. 

“T wonder who the pursuers are ?—Indians, I suppose. 
Well, we'll stand ready to take a hand. Jumping coyotes! 
how they are traveling! I can’t make them out clearly 
because of the dust. The plain is pretty dry.” 

“Shall we ride out and meet them?” asked Wild Bill, 
looking toward the horses, which were hobbled near by. 

Buffalo Bill hesitated, and looked even more nent 
at the rapidly approaching specks. 


“No, I don’t think so,” he said, ‘at length. “They are 


coming straight toward us—or pretty nearly so. The 
man in front has a good lead and is keeping it. There 
are quite a bunch of fellows in the pursuing party. They 


look like redskins, and they might be too many for us out — 
in the open. We had better arrange a little surprise for 
them as they pass by u us. Quick! Let’s take cover in | 
the timber.” | 7 \ 

The king of the scouts picked up his gun, hurried to — 
the horses, untethered them, and led them to a small belt. 
of trees that grew close to the stream beside which EY 
had pitched their camp fire. | 


The other two scouts followed him, and in a few mo- 
ments there was no trace of the party in sight, save the- 
Horses and men alike were hidden™ 
behind the tree trunks and among the dense brushwood. 


By this time pursuers and pursued had come near. 
enough to be plainly visible to the keen eyes of Buffalo 
Bill. He saw that one Indian was being chased by about - 
a dozen others. : 

The men behind were so intent on the chase that: they 
seemed not to have noticed the camp fire that was 
ing in plain view by the side of the stream. 





But the fugitive saw it, and changed his course. He 
would have passed about a quarter of a mile away, but — 
he turned the head of his horse, and came straight to- 
ward the camp fire. : | 

‘This movement confirmed Buffalo Bill’s opinion that 
he was a friend of theirs. He could not yet see the man ~ 
plainly enough to distinguish his tribal marks, but he — 
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suspected that he was one of the Bear Cheyennes~a 
brave who had probably been sent to them by Lone Bear, 
the young chief of the tribe, with a message. 

He told his friends in a whisper ‘what he believed, and 


‘they gripped their rifles tightly, ready to fire as soon as 


the pursuers drew within range. 

They were all three on the best of terms with the Bear 
Cheyennes, and had found them true and loyal comrades. 
They owed them a great debt for saving the life of Buf- 
falo Bill from the desperate brigands known as the Death 


Brotherhood of Montana, and they were eager to repay 


that debt. 

As the brave who was fleeing came nearer, they could 
see plainly that he was a Cheyenne, and that he also had 
his war paint on. 

This surprised the scouts, for when they had left Lone 
Bear’s hunting party, only two days before, .the tribe had 
been at peace with all its neighbors. 

What could have happened in the meantime? 

“T know that fellow!” suddenly exclaimed Buffalo Bill. 
“He is Red Tomahawk, Lone Bear’s most trusted brave. 
He must have been sent to us with some call for help. 
The Cheyennes have got into a quarrel with some other 
tribe hereabouts.”’ : 

He looked long at the pursuing redskins, who were 

more than half a mile behind the fugitive. 

“They are Dakotas, I believe,” he said. “I can’t see 
them very well yet, but they look as if mote belonged to 
that tribe.” 

Wild Bill whistled under his breath. | 

‘Dakotas, eh?” he muttered. ‘‘They’re a durned 
strong tribe. If Lone Bear has managed to get into a 


___ quarrel with them, the Bear Cheyennes are likely to have 


a tough time of it.” 

“Do yer sagashuate as they air near enough fu a shot, 
Buff'ler?” asked Nick Wharton. 

- “Wait a little. Let them get a bit nearer, and then we 
can fire two or three times at.them before they get out 
of range—if it should be necessary.” 

The Cheyenne came on straight toward the camp fire 
without the least hesitation. He seemed to expect that it 
might be the resting place of those whom he had come to 
seek. 

The Dakotas, however, sien they saw the blaze of the 
fire, seemed alarmed. They evidently suspected that they 
be led into an ambush, for they slackened speed, 







happen. 


The solitary fugitive went past the camp fire at a swift 
gallop, and cast a disappointed glance at it, as if he was 


_ sorry not to find the friends he had expected there. 


He saw the traces of recent occupation, even in the 


_ brief moment that his horse took to thunder past; but the 


i> 


ee So 


“scouts were so well hidden in the wood that he could not 
detect their presence. 


lly reined up their horses and stopped to see what 


% 
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Buffalo Bill was on the point of giving him some sional 


that they were there, but he thought better of it, deciding. 
that if the Cheyenne passed by the Dakotas would be © 


lured on. 
So it turned out. 


shook out the reins of their war ponies and came on all 
the faster for the prief breathing space they had had. 
They saw the foe escaping them, probably cursed them- 
selves for having halted, and determined that they would 
have his scalp in spite of it. 

In a few minutes they had drawn within close range 
of the timber in which the three scouts were hidden. 


They bore the tribal emblems of the Dakotas, and, like 


the Cheyenne, they were decorated with the gaudy stripes 

of their war paint. | 
“Ready, Buff’ler?” murmured Nick Wharton. 
“Ves—let them have it!” replied the border king. 





CHAPTER. IT. 


A MESSAGE FROM LONE BEAR. 


oy a 


When they saw that their quarry : 
passed by the fire and sped onward over the prairie, they 


The crack of the three rifles ef the scouts was almost — 


~ simultaneous. 


They were men who were not used to miss their aim, 


and such close range was the easiest kind of shooting 


to them. 


The pursuing Dakotas were thrown into the wildest 


confusion by this sudden and unexpected attack. 

They had given up the idea that they were being led 
into a trap, and had concluded that the camp fire had in 
very truth been deserted. 

Now, as they rode boldly on, they were snddealy as- 
sailed, and three of the best braves in their party rolled 


from their saddles and writhed in the agonies of death © 


upon the dry grass of the prairie. 


For a few moments the redskins were too confused to 


know what to do. Then they recovered their nerves and 


turned the heads of their horses toward the clump of — 


trees from which the flashes of flame that had cost them 
so dearly had come. 3 

They took the favorite Indian precaution of hanging 
down behind the flanks of their ponies, as they rode to- 
ward the timber in an oblique line, hoping that. they 
would thus obtain some slight protection from the pa 
of their hidden enemies. 


repeating rifles which they handled. 

The fight was over in a brief space. 

Of the nine Indians, only three reached the fringe of 
the timber. 
rushed forward on foot they met the fatal bullets of the 
scouts. 


Their ponies were shot down, and as they 


It was nine against three, but the three had the advan- — 
tage of good cover and of wonderful skill with the fine 


One brave, penetrating to the edge of the brushwood, A 
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saw Buffalo Bill behind a tree, and blazed away at him 
with a revolver: He fired three shots, but not one of 
‘them took effect, for, like most Indians, he was a bad 
marksman with the unfamiliar weapons of the palefaces. 

As the warrior fired the third shot, Wild Bill brought 
him to the ground with a well-aimed bullet. 

Nick Wharton had meantime accounted for another of 
the Dakotas, who had rushed in almost to hand-grips 
with him and tried to brain him with his tomahawk. 

There remained but one of the enemy. 

He was a-tall savage of bold and dignified bearing, 
who was evidently a chief, judging by the insignia of 
that rank which he wore. 

He carried a gun in his hand, but it was only a com- 
‘mon “trade” rifle—not a repeater. He had fired the one 
shot it contained without hitting his enemy, and now he 
threw it away in disgust, for he knew it would take too 
long to reload. 

Drawing his tomahawk from his wampum belt, he 
shrieked the war whoop of his tribe defiantly. 

The scouts might have shot him with the greatest of 
ease, but they were not the men to take a mean advan- 
tage of an enemy—even an enemy so fierce and merciless 
as the Dakota. 

Buffalo Bill and Wild Bill both threw down their rifles 
without a moment’s hesitation, and stepped out of the 
cover they had taken. 

They were prepared for a hand-to-hand fight with the 

Dakota with the cold steel—even though his tomahawk 
was a far more effective weapon than their knives. 

But before they could. advance to him, he vaulted on 
one of the surviving horses, which was standing near by, 
and rode off in the direction in which he-~had come with 
his comrades. | 

The scouts hastened to their horses and thought for a 
moment of pursuing him, but when they saw. what a big 
start he had they gave up the idea. 

“Tet the poor devil go!” said the king of the scouts, 
looking after the retreating figure. 
» for so many of them that we can afford to let him keep 
his hair. He can carry the news back to his tribe.” 

But, in saying this, Buffalo Bill reckoned without the 
Cheyenne warrior. 

When jie heard the firing and saw his enemies fall 
from their ponies, Red Tomahawk had made all possible 
speed back to the scene of conflict, hoping to get a 


chance to lift a scalp himself before the little battle was of 


over. 

He was almost too late, but when he saw the solitary 
survivor riding off he shook out the reins and urged his 
horse to its topmost speed. 

As he passed like’a flash the spot at which the scouts 
were standing, he waved his hand to them and saluted 
- them with the ear-splitting war cry of the Bear ieee 

ennes, 


> 


“We've accounted — 
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The Dakota chieftain was riding away at a ereat rate, 
and the Cheyenne would probably have failed to overtake 
him, for his horse was fagged with the hard ride it had 
taken. 

But, after he had gone some siaeanes) the Dakota - 
looked around and saw that he was only being followed 
by one man. Under the circumstances, he scorned to 
continue his flight, so he reined up his steed and waited 
for his enemy to approach. 

The three scouts, from a distance of about a quarter 
of a mile, watched the fight, which was one of the pret- 
tiest single combats they had ever witnessed. 


Both of the braves were experienced warriors, with 
great reputations among their own people, so that it was 
a contest of champions. They were expert in all the red- 
skin tricks of managing a horse and handling their 
weapons. - 

The Cheyenne had a rifle in his hand, but when he 
drew close and saw that his adversary had none, he fired 
a shot in the air, and then chivalrously threw the weapon 
away and drew his tomahawk. | 

The Dakota responded by raising his own weapon and 
giving him the salute reserved for chiefs. He appre- 


‘ ciated the magrianimity of his foe, who had been trained 
from his youth up in all the better traditions of sats = 


chivalry. — 

“They're a couple of fine fellows, aren’t they?” said 
Buffalo Bill to his comrades. 

“Sure!” ejaculated old Nick Wharton. “But they'll 
do thar little best ter lift one another’s hair, spite of all 
thar durned politeness.” 

He was right. The combat was a fierce one, and the 
two braves soon showed that they were very well 
matched. 

They approached each other very cautiously, circling 
round and round on their horses, and hanging down be- 
hind their flanks by a foot and a hand. Slowly, as they 
whirled in circles round one another, they drew nearer 
and nearer, until not more than twenty or thirty yen ; 
divided them. 

Peering cautiously over the backs of their horses, they 
awaited the chance to fling their tomahawks with deadly — 
effect. But they both hesitated to do so, for both knew _ 
that a miss would disarm him, save for his knife, and he 
would be practically at the mercy of his foe. | 

At last, after what seemed an age to the wh’ 
who were watching so eagerly, the Dakota lifted his 
well above the back of his horse. | 

Tlie Cheyenne also showed himself, the moment after, 
and made a feint of throwing his tomahawk. : 

The Dakota was deceived. He thought that the weapon 
had really left the hand of his enemy, but, in reality, it 
was tied to his wrist by a long cord, and it fell onto the — 
grass about five paces in front of his reined-up horse. 
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The Dakota thought that, by a lucky fluke, it had 
slipped from the man’s hand. : 

Yelling with triumph, he flung his own hatchet. 

It whizzed with frightful force toward the mark, and 
had it struck the Cheyenne squarely on the forehead it 


must have brained him. But it hit him a glancing blow, 


shearing away one of his plumes, inflicting a slight flesh 
wound, and stunning him for a moment. 

As the Dakota rode forward triumphantly to take his 
scalp, the Cheyenne recovered himself, regained the seat 
in the saddle which he had almost lost, and pulled up his 
tomahawk from the ground with a single quick jerk. 

Almost with the same movement he sent it whizzing at 


the head-of the Dakota—now not more than ten yards 


away. 

Straight and true it went to the Prearls burying itself 
deep in the head of the brave. 

With a single loud death cry he fell bie the siddle 
and rolled over in the grass. 

The Cheyenne dismounted, without a moment’s pause, 
whipped out the knife from his belt, and bent over his 
fallen enemy to take his scalp. : 

In doing so he nearly lost his own life. 

The Dakota was in the very throes of death, but he 


head enotigh life and energy left to hate and to try to slay 


ay? 


— 


the object of his hatred. 
He already had his knife in His hand, and.as the Chey- 
enne bent over him he made a savage stab upward. 
The keen blade entered the shoulder of his enemy, 
“making an ugly wound. 
~ The Cheyenne staggered back, more with surprise than 
with pain, for he had supposed that his foe was quite 


dead, seeing that he had cleft his skull. 


He recovered himself in a second, stabbed the Dakota 
again and again and thett calmly took his scalp. 

He was covered with blood when he remounted his 
horse, took the steed of his slain enemy by the bridle and 
rode back to the spot where the three scouts were 


~ standing. 


a 


besstood so high in the esteem of his tribe. 


His wound pained iain, as if thousands of red-hot 
needles had been driven into his shoulder, but he cared 
nothing for that. 

He had vanquished a great Stasspibn of the enemy in 
a fair hand-to-hand battle, and had taken his scalp. 

It would be a great story to tell when he got back to 
his brother warriors. 

Better still—he had done this skillful and valiant deed 
before the eyes of the three great paleface chiefs who 
If they would 


2 only speak of it to his fellows his reputation would go 


. 


up a hundred per cent. 
-Yet, when he came up to the three scouts and greeted 


them. with the grave courtesy habitual to the Indian 


brave, there was not the slightest trace of boasting or 


_ exultation visible in his words or his bearing, | 


( eS, : 
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“Greeting to the great chief Long Hair and his 
brothers!’ he said. “Red Tomahawk owes them his life. 
But for their guns that speak without stopping, he would 
now be hunting with his fathers in the happy hunting 
grounds of the Great Spirit.” 

“You were keeping your end up pretty well, Red 
Tomahawk,” remarked Buffalo Bill, ‘and I guess you 
would have got away from them in the end, even if we 
had not appeared on the scene.” 

- Red Tomahawk shook his head. 3 

He knew very well that his horse was giving out when 
he came to the belt of timber, and it could not have gone | 
much further at the great speed he was urging it without 
breaking down. 

Buffalo Bill and the others conpratwlated. the Indian 
on his victory over the Cheyenne. 
compliments very modestly, praising his dead foe as a 
ereat warrior. He was crafty enough to know that that. 
was the best way to enhance the merit of his own exploit. 

“But why does Red Tomahawk wear his war paint?” 
the border king presently asked. “Is there not peace in 
the lodges of the Bear Cheyennes? Why do the Dakotas | 
seek in this manner to slay him: oe 

“There is war—red war—between the tribes!’ aes 
clared the brave, speaking with savage vehemence. 
“These dogs of Dakotas ‘have treacherously dug up the) 
hatchet which we buried many moons ago with all the 
solemn ceremonies of the medicine lodge. They are 
worse than the coyote who prowls at night to find the 
unburied corpse on the prairie and devour it. They 
ate | 

“We'll agree ter all thet fur the sake o’ argyment, Mis- 
ter Red Tomahawk,” interrupted Nick Wharton. “I 
know the Dakotas ain’t exactly what ye might call nice 
peaple. But what have they done now thet makes ye so 
goldurned sore agin’ ’em?” 

“Done ?”—the Cheyenne’s eyes flashed fire—‘“they have 
raided the lodges of my peoE while all the braves were 
away on this hunting trip.” 

‘Buffalo Bill whistled slowly. 

This was, indeed, startling news. 

“Did they do much damage, Red Tomahawk?’ he 
asked. “It’s a pity you didn’t leave some of the braves 
behind to act as a guard.” 

“Lore Bear would have done so, but.the tribe was at 
peace with all people, and he thought there was no need. 


We never dreamed that the Dakotas would dig up the 


hatchet in this cowardly way. But only yesterday there 
came a squaw into a camp, saying that the Dakotas had 
come down, killed several of the women and old men and — 
burned all the lodges. 


“By the blessing of the Great Spirit, they were seen 
before they could attack, and so most of our people got, | 
away in time and hid in the woods until they rode back’ | 
to their villages.” 


He received their — 
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“Lone Bear will take a heavy vengeance for this!” ex- 
claimed Cody, who knew the nature of his Indian blood 
brother very well. | 

“That will he!” echoed Red Tomahawk. “Last night 
we threw aside our hunting dress, danced the war dance 
and put on our war paint. Then Lone Bear sent me to 
find you and ask you to come to the war council and help 
us with your wisdom. 

“I expected to find you further away to the west, but 
the Great Spirit was surely with me, for he made me 
fall in with that party of Dakotas, and they drove me 
straight to your camp by heading me off from the direc- 

tion in which I wanted to go.” 

Buffalo Bill drew his two comrades aside and consulted 
with them for a moment. Then he*said: 

“We will gladly come along with you, Red Tomahawk, 
and we will not only aid you at the council, for what our 
advice is worth, but we will come on the warpath with 
you and help you to pay the debt you owe to the cowardly 
Dakotas.” 

“Long Hair Eis words that are as the music of run- 
ning water in the ears of his red brother,” said Red. Tom- 
ahawk, gratefully. “But let us start at once. The coun- 
try is full of the Dakotas. They are as the leaves of the 


forest for number, and we may not have so much good: 


fortune with the next war party we meet. The sooner 
we reach the camp of Lone Bear, the better it will be.” 
Buffalo Bill thought that this was very wise advice. 
The horses were saddled at once, while Red Tomahawk 
busied himself in scalping the fallen Dakotas, and a few 
minutes later the four men were traveling at a good pace 
in the direction of the war camp of the Bear Cheyennes. 





CHAPTER III. 
THE WAR COUNCIL OF THE BEAR CHEYENNES. - 


By the time they started it was quite dark. There was 
no moon, and the sky was overcast with clouds; but as 
they were all experienced scouts and thoroughly well ac- 
quainted with the country, there was no atest of their 
missing their way. 

For about a couple of hours they rode on without see- 
ing any sign of the enemy. 

Then, as they passed by a small clump of timber, very 
similar to the one in which they had themselves taken 


cover, they heard, of a sudden, the ear-splitting War cry 


of the Dakotas. j 

Half a dozen arrows were discharged at them from the 
shelter of the trees, but the range was a long one. Ex- 
cept that one of them—a spent shaft—struck the flank 
of Wild Bill’s horse and inflicted a slight wound, they 
did no damage. 

Hickok reined up when he heard his faithful beast 
whinny with pain. Leveling his. rifle, he emptied the 
magazine, firing quickly at the place whence the arrows 
_ had come. 


sh 
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He had to fire at random, but his shots were evidently 
not altogether without effect; for a loud shriek told of 
the agony of one redskin at least. 

“Let’s rush in on ’em, Cody, and finish off the rest!” 
exclaimed Wild Bill, savagely. “There can’t be very 
many of them, I guess, judging from the number of ar- 
rows they fired.” 

But Buffalo Bill, though every whit as brave as his 
friend, was not so reckless. . 

He knew that the help of his friends and himself would » 
be of the greatest value to Lone Bear and his warriors in 
the hard fight they had to make against the far more nu- 
merous Dakotas, and he did not mean that they should 
throw their lives away recklessly if he could help it. 

“Don’t be an ass, Bill!” he shouted. “We were under 
cover not so long ago, and you know what happened to 
the men who tried to charge us. It might happen to us 
now. They have a great advantage of position. 

“Even if they retreated into the wood we might waste 
half the night trying to find them, and then not get them 
in the end. Lone Bear is waiting for us at the camp, 
and we can’t afford to waste time in fights that have no 
motive.” 

' “Motive! There’s motive enough when they stick one 
of their blamed arrows in my hoss, I reckon!” growled 
Wild Bill, but he consented to ride on. ee 

They were followed by the taunting yells of the hidden | 
Dakotas, but the latter did not venture out of their cover 
to pursue them, thereby showing that they were not in 
strong force. | ir: 

Probably they had no rifles, as they had fired no shot; 
and they were afraid of the fine weapons in the hands of 
the scouts. Their object had been to tempt the passers- 7 
by to charge at the timber, when they might easily have 
picked them off before they could get to close agit | 
and found out where they were hidden. 


As they had failed in this, owing to the prudence of 
Buffalo Bill. they gave up the fight. 


It was near the dawn when Red Tomahawk led the 
scouts to the war camp of the Cheyennes, which had been 
pitched in a good position on rising ground, with a broad 
stream at the back and open country in front. It was a 
position very difficult to surprise, and its selection showed 
Lone Bear’s good generalship. 





Several sentries were posted around, and the little party 
had to approach very cautiously, for they could not tell 
the moment when a tomahawk might come whizzing to- 
ward them. 


The night was still dark, and the sentries, who, ones 
course, were lying down, like all Indian sentries, might 
not recognize that ver were friends until after they had 
slain them. . 

Lone Bear would undoubtedly punish the guilty brave ie 
very severely, but that would be little satisfaction to them PY 
after they were dead. a 
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Suddenly Red Tomahawk gave his tribal war whoop. 
He had noticed a slight rustle in the grass, about ten 
paces in front of the feet of his horse, and he knew that 


it was caused by a brave who was rising to take aim at | 


him with his knife or his tomahawk. 
~The Indian straightened up, put the tomahawk he held 
in his hand back in his belt, and greeted the little party. 

“Well was it for you, Red Tomahawk, that you called 

- out when you did!” he said. “Another moment and I 
should have flung my tomahawk at your head.”* 

- “That woukl have mattered not at all, Yellow Wolf,” 

replied Red Tomahawk, banteringly. “When do you 

ever hit the mark you aim at? There is not a worse shot 
in the tribe. And as for keeping guard—why, I believe 
even the veletece soldiers could creep into the oe you 

. ‘watthed over.’ 

Yellow Wolf was a -good- -humored fellow, and he took 

~ this biting raillery in good part. 

You are welcome back, Red Tomahawk,” he said. 
“Lone Bear has been like a caged bear, walking to and 
fro with a black cloud on his brow and,waiting for you 
to return with our white brothers. He will do nothing 

against the Dakotas until he has the benefit of their wis- 
dom in council.” 

“Have they not held the sone yet f- atric the other 
brave. 
“It sat around the camp fire all the evening,” said Yel- 
low Wolf, “and the braves spoke their minds as to what 
had better be done to repay the Dakotas for their crime. 
= But nothing was decided on. 
must wait for Long Hair and the other white chiefs.” 
~The scouts understood the Cheyenne ate er and 
heard this colloquy between the braves. 
~“Goldurn my cats, Buff’ler!” 

Wharton, “they ‘sartinly do expect us to do a hull lot. 
We'll. hev ter make good somehow, or:the name o’ the 

palefaces wi x mud in the lodges o’ the Cheyennes for 

j he year.” | 
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“And it won’t be anyways a soft contract, either,” an- 
_ swered the border king. “The Dakotas are a powerful 
tribe, as powerful-as the whole of the Cheyenne nation— 
let alone this one tribe of the Bear Cheyennes. I hope 
they come out of the business all right, but I must con- 
fess that ‘the outlook is a bit gloomy.” 
As they approached the center of the camp, their old 
_ friend, Lone Bear, the brave, young chief of the Bear 
Cheyennes, came forward and greeted them with much 
more eagerness than a redskin of his high rank ated repu- 
tation as a warrior usually allows himself to display even 
are his deatest friends. 
- The truth was that the young chieftain was at his wits’ 
; end, and he hailed the appearance of ORY with a feeling 
aa the. deepest relief. 
He had- great faith in the wisdom of the border kin~ 
in ‘all the matters of border watiare, anid he Li: that tie 
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ful foes who threatened to overwhelm his tribe. 

As greetings were being exchanged, his eyes fell upon. 
the gory scalps hanging from the belt of Red Tomahawk, 
and he asked how they had been taken. ® 

Red Tomahawk briefly told how he had been onnkaaa 
by the Dakotas, and had escaped through the timely — 
of the scouts. 

“It is good!” declared Lone Bear, emphatically. “We 
have won the first fight. It is an omen. ’ But what right 


-have you to wear those scalps; Red Tomahawk, or to 


hang them to the pole of your wigwam. ‘They were not 
won by you, but by Long Hair and his friends. No good 


‘warrior like you should take any scalp save those of war- 


riors whom his own hand has struck down.” 
Red Tomahawk looked very much éast down by this 
rebuke. 


had slain, and offered them to Buffalo Bill. . 
“Thanks, Red Tomahawk, but I don’t care for them,” 
said the border king. “It is not the habit of the pale: 

faces to take scalps.” 

The brave silently offered the stalps, in. ean, to Wild 
Bill and Nick Wharton; but they both refused to take 
them. 


Then he threw them away, with an exclamation of deép. 


disgust, and not a brave in the camp would pick them 


‘ could show him some way to get the better of the power- 


up ere ward. They remained there on the ground until 


the camp was struck. 


Soon after the scouts had arrived in the camp, she 
Bear called the war council together again. 

The tribe of the Bear Cheyennes was nota powerful 
one, so far as numbers went. Indeed, it was not really a 
tribe by itself, but only a band that had separated from 
the great Cheyenne nation, owing to.a quarrel, and had 
placed itself under the leadership of Lone Bear. 


The Dakotas, numerous and powerful though they 
were, would hardly have dared to attack the Cheyenne 
nation; but they thought they could raid the lodges of 
this isolated band without the risk of meeting with any 
serious punishment. 


Buffalo Bill guessed that their nation must pasties at 


least ten times as many warriors, at the very lowest reck- 
oning, as Lone Bear could put into the field; and this 
despite the fact that the success of the young Cheyenne 
chieftain as a tribal leader had attracted many braves to 
his band since he first split off from his own nation, - 


When he was asked to give his opinion at the war 
council, he repeated these facts, and Lone Bear admitted 
that they were true. 


/The outlook was very dark for the tribe, nind it wana 


at first sift that their a with the Dakotas would be a 


hopeless one. 
“What are we to-do?” the youne chief asked, “Lh have 
ordered the squaws and children, with the old men and 
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Without a word he took all the scalps from — 
his belt, except the one he had lifted from the chief he | 
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a few of the braves, to seek safety in a secret cave in the 
mountains, They ought to be there now. 

“There is a large store of jerked meat kept there in 
readiness for a siege. I found the cave some time ago, 
when I was out hunting, and I thought it would be a 
good place to make a stand if we ever had to fight against 
a foe too powerful for us to meet in the open, so I had 
it made ready. 

“We will retreat there if we are Aiatde and ficht to 
the death to protect the squaws. But we don’t want to 
skulk in a cave until we are compelled. The Dakotas 
have slain some of my tribe, and I want to take scalp for 
scalp without delay.” | 

“I have put the position before you in its worst light, — 
Lone Bear,” responded Cody. “They are many, and we 
are few; but still I don’t think the fight is hopeless. We 
will not go to the cave until we are driven. 


_ “First.of all, is there no hope of getting the rest of 


. the*Cheyenne tribe to come to your help? If they would 


take the warpath, the Dakotas would soon be glad to ask 
for the burying of the hatchet.” 
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“There is no hope, said Lone Bear, with a sigh, and 
the rest of the braves around the council fire shook their 
heads. 
tion are turned away from us, and the heart of their 
great chief White Wolf is sullen with anger when he 
thinks of me. 

“We left the nation because he ruled us as if we were 
children, and not braves, and he has never forgiven us 
for that. If it were not that his face would be blackened 
forever by raising his hand against his own tribesmen, 
he would have led his warriors against us long ago and ° 
taken our scalps. 

“What hope is there, then, that he will! come to our 
help, or let any of his braves do so?” | 

“Nevertheless, you should send to him and let him 
know how the band is threatened,” persisted Cody. “He 
may not love you, but he must know that if the Dakotas 
destroy this band, they will be encouraged to attack him 
and his whole nation, perhaps entering into an alliance 
with some other tribes for the purpose. 

- “Besides, when his warriors know that their brothers © 
are in danger, may they not insist that he shall lead them 
on the warpath?” 

“They are all afraid of him—he is a stern and tyran- 
nous chief,” responded Lone Bear. “But we will send 
messengers to him, if my paleface brother wishes. The 
lodges of the nation are distant only two days’ journey. 

“Who will go? It is a dangerous mission, for White 
Wolf swore he would slay any one of us who returned to 
his tents. 
is the man to keep such an oath.” 

The braves around the council fire looked at one an- 
’ other significantly. They knew White Wolf well, and 


The faces of our brothers in the Cheyenne na-. 


He said that when we left the natien, and he 
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they agreed with their chief. But they scorned to show 
the white feather in the face of their white-blood brothers. 

‘With one accord, they all declared that they were will 
ing to make the dangerous journey, if Lone Bear willed 
it. They all thought the mission was equal to a sentence 
of death, but not a man faltered or drew back. 

The young chief flushed with pleasure beneath his 
dusky skin when he had this pene? of ‘the bravery of his 
tribesman. 

“Lone’ Bear also is ready to go,” he declared. 

“You can’t,” said Buffalo Bill, shortly, “You must 
stay with the war party. You are its leader.” 

“I will send no man where I would not go myself. My 
paleface brother can take command of the braves. They 
will obey him as readily as they’ would obey me.” 

“That may be—but your place is here.” 

“Tet us cast lots who is to go, and leave it to the Catt 
Spirit to decide,” suggested Red Tomahawk. 

This idea met with the hearty approval of the other 
braves. Like all Indians, they were inveterate gamblers, 
and the suggestion appealed to their sporting spirit. 

But Buffalo Bill, after whispering for a few moments 
with his two comrades, Hickok and Wharton, interposed. 

“Why should my brothers go to their death when it is 
needless?’ he said, ‘‘There are men, here who can take: | 
the message to White Wolf without danger. I will gi 
and so will either of my friends.’’ 

“Without danger?’ Lone Bear laughed sardonically. 
“My brother does not know White Wolf. He hates the 
palefaces.” ti 

“But the tomahawk is buried, and he will not risk dig- 
ging it up just for the pleasure of killing me. He knows 
that the white soldiers would soon descend open his ° 
tribe and destroy it if he did that.” 

Lone Bear and his braves looked dubious, but the 
border king was a.masterful man. When he made up his 
mind to do a thing, he invariably did it, however great 
the opposition. 

After a long powwow, he got the Cheyennes to agree 
reluctantly that one of the three scouts should go. | 

But it was harder to get Wild Bill and Nick Wharton ~ 
to agree that he should be that one. They both declared 
that they would never let Spe go off on such a eee 
mission alone. 

On the other hand, he wanted to leave them behind, to 
advise and assist Lone Bear in the campaign that might -- 
begin at any moment. 

Finally, they decided to leave it to chance, as the red- 
skins had proposed doing. 

Nick Wharton drew from his pocket a dirty and 1 much: @ 
thumbed deck of cards, shuffled them, and laid eee on 
the grass in front of his friends. | 
-“Tet’s cut for it,” he said. “The man lee cuts the 
highest card goes to White Wolf.” yeas 

‘They cut in silence, the Indians ‘watchitig’ them: with i 





: \ 
THE BUFFALO 


eager faces and bated breath, for they were all firmly 
convinced that the man who went would never return. 

“Ten,” said Wild Bill, as he looked at the card he 
drew. | 

Nick Wharton had an eight. 

“T guess it’s me,’ remarked Hickok. 

“No,” said Buffalo Bill, displaying a king. 
you.” 

It was an evil omen, for the card was a ghade-the 
suit that is supposed to stand for death, according to the 
superstitions of gamblers. 


“T beat 





CHAPTER IV. 
THE DAUGHTER OF TIGER HEART, 


Buffalo Bill was'a man who believed in striking while 
the iron was hot. | 

* Within less than an hour after the council had broken 
up, he was in the saddle again and on his way to the 


lodges of the Cheyenne nation ovef which White Wolf 


pO Pe 


held sway. 
~ He had borrowed a horse from Lone Bear, for his own 
was tired out by the night’s travel ; and three of the braves 


-s of the tribes accompanied him. 


Tiley were to guide him to the hunting camp of the 
Cheyenne nation, and then conceal themselves near by 
until they could find out how his mission had progressed. 

The four men rode cautiously on their way, dodging 


two small parties of Dakotas whom _they encountered. 


They had more important work in hand than fighting. 
On the morning of the second day after they had left 


the camp they halted on the edge of a wood. 


Pointing over rolling prairie country to a ‘clump of 
timber about two miles distant, one of the braves said: 
- “On the other side of the trees, there is a small stream 
and on the bank of it the lodges of White Wolf and his 
people are pitched. We will creep toward them under 
cover of the darkness and see how it has fared with Long 
Hair, if he still insists on going thither. : 
“But will not our brother return now with us? It is 
madness to go on. ae Wolf hates the palefaces, and 


_ he will surely slay you.” 





set The wood, although small in extent, was very thick 


the peril was great. 


Buffalo Bill laughed lightly at this warning. 

He had counted the cost before he embarked on this 
adventure, and he was not the man to draw back because 
The Bear Cheyennes had once saved 
his life from the Death Brotherhood of Montana, and he 


‘ was glad of the chance to repay the debt. 
=» Waving a cheery farewell to his redskin friends, he 
- eantered toward the little wood behind which the camp 


of the Cheyenne nation was pitched. 


and dense, and the border king could see no sign of the 


camp, even when he had led his horse nearly through the 


trees. 
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He was wondering in which direction it lay, when sud- 
denly a young Indian girl arose from the cover of the 


thick undergrowth almost beneath the feet of his horse 


and stood motionless for a moment, with a look like that 
of a startled fawn. | 
She stared hard at him, and then her look of wonder 


and fear turned to anger, as he stepped from behind 


some branches which had hidden his face, and she saw 
that he was a white man, 

“Paleface dog!” she cried, and with a single swift 
movement she took shelter behind a tree, and fitted an 
arrow to a small bow which she carried in her hand. 

Buffalo Bill was in a tight box. He could have drawn 
his gun and “got the drop” had she been a man; but he 
would not threaten a woman, even m though she- put him 
in danger of his life. 

The Indian girl evidently objected to his presence so 
near to the tents of her people, and would not hesitate 
to put an arrow through him if he advanced so much as 
a step without her leave. 

' The only thing to be done was to use fair words and 
try to get into her good graces. This task was the more 
welcome to the knight of the plains because she was one 
of the most beautiful Indian maidens he had ever seen. 

‘She was not more than sixteen years of age, but her 
graceful figure was already rounded into perfect woman- 
hood. Her features were regular and delicate, with beau- 
tiful olive coloring, and her skin was not so dark as that 
of most Indian squaws. 

Every movement she made was as free and unre- 
strained as that of a young deer, and her commanding 
manner showed that she was of the best birth and breed- 
ing among her people. 

For fully half a minute Cody looked at her in wander: 
She was half concealed by the tree behind which she had 
taken refuge, and she had her bow drawn back and her 
arrow pointed straight at his breast. At any moment she 
might decide to let the cord go and send the deadly mis- 
sile hurtling at his heart, but yet he could not speak. 


Then, at last, when he saw her eyes flash angrily at 
his continued silence, he called out a greeting in her own 
Cheyenne tongue, and said that he was a friend seeking 
the way to the camp of White Wolf. : 


This did not satisfy the angry~little Amazon in the 
least. 


“White Wolf has no friends among the palefaces,” she 
declared, still keeping her arrow pointed at his breast. 
“White Wolf and his people ask nothing from the white 
men, save that they Keep far away from the hunting 
grounds of his nation.” 

“But I. have a message to deliver to the great chief 
which may not be delayed,” persisted the king of the 
scouts. “I must see him and speak with him. It is a 


matter that concerns his honor and. the honor of his — 


tribe.” . 
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“The honor of the Cheyennes is not in the keeping of 
any paleface,” said the Indian maiden, proudly. But she 
nevertheless lowered hér bow and yielded to the natural 
curiosity. of her sex eed to ask: “What is your 
message?” 

Buffalo Bill had no aiealas reason for not telling 
_ her, but to tease her for her hostile reception of him, he 
retorted : 

“That is for the chief and his councilors alone. I 
should not tell it to any squaw whom I chance to meet 
in the wood. Suffice it that I am a messenger from Lone 
Bear, the chief of the Bear Cheyennes.” 

At this statement a remarkable change came over the 
girl’s face. 

She threw down her han and immediately Heche 
from behind the tree. 

Clasping her hands, and bending before him in an at- 
- titude of supplication, she begged’ him, with tears in her 
eyes, to tell him what thé message was before he went on 
in search of White Wolf. 

Here, thought the border king to himself, is something 
more than mere curiosity. 

‘He looked at the girl intently as she renewed her sup- 
plications, and at last he said: 

“Tell me why you are so eager to know—what right 
you Bays to know—and then perhaps I may be able to, 
~ tell you.” 

The young squaw hesitated for a few seconds, and 
then she threw up her head proudly and answered : 

“After all, why should I not? It is nothing to be 
ashamed of, paleface. Know that I love Lone Bear and 
he loves me! We would have been married many moons 
ago, had not my ‘uncle, ‘White Wolf, driven him away 
from the tents of the Cheyenne nation with his few faith- 
ful followers.” , 

“Good Lord!’ muttered Buffalo Bill to himself. 
“Here’s a pretty complication! Why didn’t Lone Bear 
tell me something about this? Too shy, I suppose—just 
like an Indian. Now, I wonder how this is going to af- 
fect my mission?” 

“And why didn’t you go with Fad Bear when he left 
the nation?” he asked. , 


A look of grief re over the face of the girl, as she 
replied: 


“Gladly would I have done so—gladly would I have 
shared all his hardships and perils; but my mother and 
my younger sister dwell in the tents of White Wolf, and 
he would have taken vengeance on them. He said he 


would do so, and I know he would keep his word in such 


’ ‘a matter.” 


The knight of the plains hesitated no longer, but told 


her in a few brief sentences all about the treachery of. 


the Dakotas and the great peril to which the Bear Chey- 
ennes were exposed, 


_ When she understood et he was the blood breather 
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of Lone Bear, the girl's manner toward him changed, 
completely, and she was just as friendly as she had be- 
fore beén hostile. 

iN bate Wolf will do nothing to aid ‘hes Bear Chey- 
ennes,”’ she said, after a few moments’ earnest thought. 
“He hates Lone Bear and those who follow him. He 
would gladly know that all their scalps were hanging in 
the wigwams of the Dakotas. Not even for the sake of 
the honor of our nation would he take their. part in this 


- quarrel.”, 


“Then, what is to be done?” asked Buffalo Bill, with a 
sinking at the heart. 

If even this girl, who was in love with Lone Bear, 
echoed what the others had said, the case must indeed be 
hopeless, he thought to himself. 

“There is only.one thing we can do,” the girl replied. 
“We must make the nation side with the Bear Cheyennes 
in spite of White Wolf.” | 

“But can that be done?” said the hondas king.  “T 
thought that his power was absolute, and that there was 
nobody in ‘the nation who dared to stand up against 
him.” | 
“Yes, there is one person-—and that person is almost> 
as powerful as White Wolf himself!” 

‘‘Who?” asked the king of the scouts, eagerly. 

“Myself,” said the girl, calmly. 

He drew back a step in his astonishment, and his face 
must have shown, the surprise he felt, for the girl went 
on rapidly : 


" Yes, «it. is» trues My father was ee Heart, the 
greatest war chief the Cheyennes ever had. When he 
died on the warpath four years ago, White Wolf, his 
younger brother, was chosen chief in his place. But the . 
braves of the nation have never forgotten Tiger Heart, 
who led them so often to victory; and because I am his 
eldest daughter they love me and obey me in everything. 


“Tt may be—I cannot tell—that I can persuade them 
to overrule White Wolf in the council and declare for 
war with the Dakotas. But it will not be easy. The 
chief, who is cunning ‘as well as cruel, has stirred up bit- 
ter feelings in the nation against the Bear Cheyennes, 


and the warriors will not at first be eager to help them.” 


“Then shall I come into the camp at once with you?” 
asked Buffalo Bill. | 


“No, that would not do,” replied the girl, after a mo- 
ment’s thought. “It will be better for me to go ahead 
of you. I will speak to'two or three of the braves who 
knew my father best and will prepare them for your mes- _ 
sage and make them promise to help us. Then you must . 


‘boldly enter the camp and demand that a council be 
called at once. | 


“Tt will be a dangerous thing to do. You will-need all 
your courage, white man, and if you show the slightest. 
sign of fear you may be cut-down with a tomahawk with- 
out the chance of saying a word. When White Wolf 
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| “knows what your mission is, he will be angst to slay 
you. 


39 


“Do not fear for me,” said Buffalo Bill. J have been 


_ through greater dangers.” 


“The blood brother of Lone Bear cannot be a cow- 
said the lovesick girl, confidently. ‘Farewell! We 
But hark! What was that?” 

She held up her hand and listened intently for a few 
seconds. 

Then she friade a sudden dash into the brushwood a 
few yards to the right, ssi a bright-bladed knife gleam- 
ing in her hand. 

There was a slight elem the sound of two stabs de- 
livered with terrible force, a muffled. groan, ee then all 
was still. 

A moment later the girl cuanmewtee 
wrist stained with blood. 

Her dark face was flushed and her eyes glittered an- 
erily, but she showed no other trace of emotion. 

In answer to Buffalo Bill’s inquiring look, she said, 


her knife and 


calmly: 


~ have 


—". 


“Tt was a snake in the grass—a spy of White Wolf's. 
That was all! They are always dogging me, for he fears 
that I will try to get him deposed as chief of the tribe. 
But this one will follow me no more. 

“It would have been fatal to let him go, for he must 
heard us talking and would have disclosed our plans 
to White Wolf. So perish all the enemies of Willow 
Blossom, the daughter of Tiger Heart!’ 

“You're a bit of a tiger heart yourself, young woman,” 


a4 thought Cody, as she waved him a farewell and disap- 
_ peared among the trees, after telling him the direction in 
which the camp lay, and advising him to wait for two or 
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three hours before he followed her. 





CHAPTER  V. 
WHITE WOLF’S’ FANGS ARE DRAWN. 


“Answer instantly, white man, or I will split your skull 
in twain and give your flesh to the coyotes!” 
_ The speaker was the dreaded chief, White Wolf, and 
as he said these menacing words he poised his tomahawk 
above his head and made a motion as if he would fling it 
at the king of the scouts. 

Buffalo Bill had followed his new friend, Willow 
Blossom, to the camp after waiting the time they had 
arranged, and he had been immediately taken into the 


presence of the chief. 


White Wolf was a man in the prime of life, with. the 
“bold, dignified carriage and athletic figure to be expected 


i in a redskin chief. His haughty bearing was that of one 


~ who was accustomed to be instantly obeyed, and the king 





4 _ of the scouts could see-at a glance that he would not be 
easy man to overcome. 


He had rad at once to know the business of. a 
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white stranger, and Cody had refused to tell it, except in — 
the council of the nation, which he asked the chief to — 
call together immediately. (ae 

“T rule the Cheyenne nation, and it is to me that you 
must tell your message,” replied the chief, haughtily. 

When Buffalo Bill still refused, White Wolf drew his 
tomahawk and made the sanguinary threat with which 
this chapter opens. 

The king of the scouts made him no answer in words, 
but simply looked at him contemptuously, without so 
much as the flicker of an eyelid. | 

The eyes of the two men battled for a moment, and 
then the Indian dropped his, and sulkily lowered his- 
tomahawk and put it back in his belt. 

The life of the border king had hung upon a hair, but — 
his fearless attitude had given him the victory— at all 
events, for the time being. | 

Without another word, White Wolf turped on his heel 
and walked away. 

Buffalo Bill had not the slightest doubt that he would 
summon the council promptly, for the chief was’ mani- 
festly anxious to know the mission on which the white 
stranger had come. | 

He had, of course, no idea that it was connected with | 
the Bear Cheyennes; for Buffalo Bill had not mentioned 
them. 

White Wolf naturally supposed that he was a mes- 
senger from the dreaded government of the palefaces, 
whose soldiers had so often beaten his tribe and other 
neighboring tribes in war. 

The king of the scouts strolled through the avenues of © 
lodges, and saw that the camp was a very strong one, It 
could easily spare enough braves to help the Bear Chey- 
ennes vanquish their treacherous foes. The place simply 
swarmed with men, women and children. 

The squaws and papooses peeped eagerly out of their 
tents at him, but the braves were too dignified to openly 
notice his presence, although they were secretly con- 
sumed with curiosity about this masterful white man who 
had browbeaten their chieftain to his face and insisted on 
speaking in the open councils of the tribe. ‘ 


Soon the tomtoms and drums sounded to call that 
council together. Buffalo Bill looked around the camp 
eagerly, but could see no sign of Willow Blossom, his 
new girl pard. | 

While he was still looking for her, but not in a way 
that would attract attention to him, two braves came up 
and sunimoned him to the council. 

He bowed his head in agreement, and immediately 
handed to them the two revolvers in his belt and his Lets 
knife. 

He knew that it was a strict rule: among the Chie 
ennes, as among other Indian tribes, that no man must 
carry arms to the council fire. 


It was a good rule, for the differences of opinion were 
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apt to be ‘so strong that the weapons would likely be 
used if they were carried. 
Nevertheless, Cody parted with his weapons with a 


good deal of regret, for he felt that he would be likely ~ 


to need them before the meeting was over, if Willow 
Blossom carried out her plan of trying to make the na- 
tion declare war against the Dakotas in spite of White 
Wolf. 

-When he strode into ike center of the ring of warriors 
and old men who had gathered around the council fire, 


"he looked around the circle, but saw Willow Blossom 


nowhere. She had promised to meet him at the council, 


_ however, and he felt confident that she would yet ap- 


pear. ‘ 

There were few faces among the councilors of the tribe 
that did not frown angrily upon the border king when he 
faced them boldly and announced that he was the bearer 
of a message from the Bear Cheyennes, 

_ “And why cannot the Bear Cheyennes speak for them- 
selves?” demanded White Wolf, with a maddening sneer. 
“Since when have they got the palefaces to run their er 


‘rands for them ?” 


“There were many of their braves who were willing to 
” said Cody, facing him boldly. ‘But I, who have 
been made their blood brother and a chief of their tribe, 
would not let them do so, for I feared that you would 
treacherously slay them, even though they came in the 
sacred character of ambassadors.” 


White Wolf’s face darkened with anger. 


He sprang to his feet and put his hand down to his 
belt, where he usually carried his scalping knife. But 
it was not there. In common with the rest of the braves, 
he had left it behind when he came to-the council. 

~“T will kill you. for this!” he cried, looking at Cody 
with murder in his eyes. 


“You can af to—when the council is over,” 
border king. 


replied the 
“Meanwhile, I claim the sanctity of the 


_council; and if any harm is done to me by treachery be- 


fore my mission is over, then the face of the Cheyenne 
nation is blackened forever among the tribes. Is it not 
so?’ he concluded, turning to an old medicine man, who 
was sitting near by him. 

The aged priest made a gesture of assent. 

“Tt is so,” he admitted. “The white stranger speaks 
truth. Blood must not be shed around the council fire, 
or bitter will be the wrath of the Great Manitou against 
our nation.” 

White Wolf glared angrily at this, but he dared not 
raise any objection, for he knew that all the braves be- 
lieved exactly what the medicine man had said. He was 
a tyrannous chief, but he could not go against all the 
traditions and beliefs of his people. 

“Let the white man speak the words of the Bear Chey- 


- ennes—and let them be brief,” he said. 


_ a 
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Buffalo Bill told the ee of thie attack of the Dakotas 
on the undefended lodges of his blood brothers. | 

“They have taken ‘the scalps of your kindred, O 
braves!” he said. “The blood of the Cheyetnes calls 
aloud for vengeance. The quarrel of the Bear Chey- 
ennes is your quarrel, for are ye not both of one nation? 
Are not the Dakotas your ancient foes? If they destroy 
the Bear tribe, it will not be long before they attack the 
rest of your nation, calling upon other tribes to help 
them.” 

The king of the scouts, who was skilled in all the arts 
of oratory that appeal to the redskin, said much more to 
the same effect; but he did not make the impression on 
his hearers that he had hoped. 

They listened coldly, for they had made up their ee 
that they would not be influenced. by anything he might 
say aS soon as he mentioned the Bear Cheyennes. 

Only the old medicine man and two or three of the 
younger braves nodded approvingly at some of his argu- 
ments. 

At last he sat down, feeling that he had lost the day 


unless Willow Blossom had some card up her sleeve to_ 


play. 

As soon as they saw he had finished, several of the 
braves sprang up to answer his speech. 

White Wolf rose to his feet and waved the others 
aside with a commanding gesture. — 

“Let the chief of the Cheyennes give the insolent pale- 
face his answer,” he said, proudly. “It is this, white man. 
Rather than help the Bear Cheyennes, who have deserted 


their nation and their totem, we would ally ourselves with ~ 


the Dakotas and take their scalps.” 
Several of the braves applauded this speech, but most 


of them, and especially the older men, looked grave and ~ 


angry. 


White Wolf had gone too far. After all, the Bear 


Cheyennes were their kinsmen, and to talk of joining the ~ 
Dakotas against them was a terrible thing, according to 


Indian ideas of right and honor. 


The chief saw the mistake he had made, and he was 
about to try to smooth it over, when a diversion was 
created by the sudden appearance of a new figure i in the 
circle around the camp fire. 

It was Willow Blossom, but how different she looked 
from the girl whom Buffalo Bill had surprised in the 
wood a few hours before! 


Tlten there had been nothing, save her uncommon 


beauty and the nobility of her carriage, to distinguish her 


from any one of a thousarid Indian girls whom he had 


seen at various times in the course of his dealings with 


the redskins. 


Now, anyone could tell at a elance that she was a_ 
chieftainess—a woman who was used to command and 


be obeyed without question. 


She was dressed in garments of the finest deerskin, 
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fringed with quills and beadwork, and from her wampum » 


belt there hung at least a score of human scalps—the 
trophies taken by her famous father in his many cam- 
paigns. A fine jaguar skin, which he had been accus- 
tomed to wear at war councils and other great occasions, 
was draped around her shoulders. 

In her hand she held a huge biaheerticn Taser Heart’s 
tomahawk—and as she advanced to the center of the 
council she swung it in a gleaming circle round her head. 

“Who talks of alliance with the Dakotas?” she cried. 
“Who talks of deserting our brothers, the Cheyennes of 

the Bear? Here is the tomahawk with which the great 
_ ‘iiger Heart slew the paramount chief of the Dakotas 
less than five years ago! Here are the scalps of Dakotas 
—here at my belt! The scalps of the Cheyennes hang in 
the Dakota wigwams, and there cannot be peace between 
the tribes. Shall the mountain lion and the prairie dog 
lie down together ? 
“Braves of the Cheyenne! Bo you remember the 
great deeds that our tribe did in the days when Tiger 
Heart was chief? Then did the Dakotas and all the other 
tribes tremble before us. What are we now? Only a 
name, and the shadow of a name. 
“What shall we be if we desert our brothers who are in 
danger? We shall be a thing for all men to mock at. 
‘The palefaces and the red men alike will say—and say 


_ truly—that the Cheyennes are no longer a nation, but only 


» a village of squaws.” 


The braves had been so amazed at her sudden ap- 


4 pearance, and then spellbound by her impassioned elo- 


“quence, that they had not thought of what a gross breach 
of. ces it was for a woman to speak in the council 
at all, 

But lea she flung out her final insult, White Wolf 


found his tongue. 


- council is no place for such as you. 


“Back to your wigwam, woman!” he thundered. “The 
Be thankful if I do 


- not flog you until your back is a mass of bruises.” 


} 
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Willow Blossom faced the maddened chief with a 


smile. of. calm contempt. 


Enraged beyond endurance, he leaped to his feet and 
rushed at her with outstretched hands, as if he would 
throttle her. 

The girl did not give back a step. 

She raised the tomahawk in her hand, and in another 
moment would have buried it deep in the skull of White 


Wolf. 


_ Buffalo Bill, however, was too quick for her, 
As soon as he divined White Wolf's purpose he leaped 


roaenees and struck him a couple of terrible blows with 


his right and left, felling him to the ground with such 
fearful force that he lay stunned for two or three min- 


f _ utes. 
ey rai 

f 3 Then daaderadnidi broke loose in the council. 
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BILL STORIES. 13) 
their wigwams, there would aanomnreat have been a. 
bloody conflict. 

Buffalo Bill flung himself in front: of Willow Blossom 
and felled a couple of the most ardent supporters of. 
White Wolf, who tried to drag her away. | | 

“To me! To me, all warriors who fought with Tiger 


Heart!” shrieked the girl at the top of her voice, 


That great name still had a wonderful power over the 
tribe, and White Wolf, now lying stunned on the ground, 
could do or say nothing to counteract it. 

“Tt is the will of the Great Manitou! ‘Wakantanka 
himself speaks through her!” yelled the old medicine man 
who had seemed impressed with Cody’s arguments. 

“Brothers!” cried an old warrior who had fought side 
by side with Willow Blossom’s father in many a hard- 
won battle. “Did we not triumph always under Tiger 
Heart? Let us now follow his daughter to victory.”. 

These two men, and half a dozen others with whom 
Willow Blossom had spoken before the council met, at 
once ranged themselves by her side, 


The excitement was contagious. 


After a moment’s hesitation more than half the braves 
in the council got up and joined them. 

The adherents of White Wolf shrieked and cursed in 
vain. Man after man went over to the party of Willow 
Blossom and Buffalo Bill. 

‘ When the chief recovered from the effect of the terrible 
blows which the border king had given him, and slowly 
staggered to his feet, he found that more than two-thirds 
of the most influential braves and old men had deserted 
him and declared in favor of an 1 alliance with the Bear 
Cheyennes. 


His rage was fearful to witness. He foamed at the 
mouth in his fury, but he could do nothing, for he saw 
that his party was now hopelessly outmatched. 


This exhibition of temper did him more harm with his 
people than any thing else could possibly have done. Sev-. 
eral of the braves who had stuck by him now went over 
to the crowd who surrounded Willow Blossom. 


_ They were accustomed to see their chiefs behave with 
dignity, and therefore they were deeply disgusted by his 
childish conduct. 


“Brothers! cried the old medicine man. “Shall we 


have such a man as this to rule over us?” 
“No!” cried several of the warriors, in chorus. 


“White Wolf, you are deposed from the chieftainship’ 
of the Cheyenne nation!” yelled the fearless old priest, — 
“We will have no more of your rule. We will go our 
own way, and help our brothers, the Bear Cheyennes, if 
we wish. ! Speak, braves, and ‘Say who shall. be our new 
chief !” | of 


~ “No chief, but a chieftainess!” cried the old warrior — 
who had fought with. Tiger Heart. “Let the daughter of 
Tiger Heart have sway over the nation. Has she not 
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more wisdom than the old men, more courage than the 


- stoutest warriors?” 


_A mighty shout went up from the braves gathered 
around, and in that moment Willow Blossom was chosen 
to reign over her people. 

White Wolf, his evil face convulsed with rage, tried 
to speak; but his'voice was drowned by the whoops of 
delight which hailed the new chieftainess. 

Gathering around him the few braves who still re- 
mained faithful to him, the deposed chief stalked off to 
. his wigwam—to plot and scheme for vengeance and the 
restoration of his power. 

His fangs had been drawn, so it seemed; but his power 
for mischief was by no means at an end. 





CHAPTER VI. 
BUFFALO BILL’S KNIFE DUEL. 


About a quarter of the tribe elected to stay with White 
Wolf, and the rest decided that they would follow the 
fortunes of Willow Blossom and fight the Dakotas. 

During the rest of the day the two factions had many 
quarrels, and blood was nearly spilled on several oc- 
casions; but the old medicine man acted the part of 


peacemaker, telling all the braves that the Great Spirit 


would frown upon them if they slew men of their own 
tribe. 

It was finally agreed that they should separate in peace 
and go their own ways. ; 

But if Willow Blossom and Buffalo Bill had guessed 
the course which White Wolf intended to take, it is doubt- 
ful whether they would have let his weaker party get 
away so easily. 

The king of the scouts slept that night in the wig- 
-wam of the medicine man, after having seen that the 
Bear Cheyennes who accompanied him to the neighbor- 
hood of the camp had been brought in and welcomed 
back to the fellowship of the nation they had left. 

Early next morning Cody was busy with several of his 
new friends, making arrangements for striking camp 
and taking a strong war party to the aid of Lone Bear, 
when two tall braves came up to him and saluted him 
ceremoniously. 

He recognized them as two of the men who had de- 
cided to stick by White Wolf, and he asked them what 
they wanted. 

“These are the words of the chief of the Chinen na- 
tion --”’ began one of the men. 

“Stop, Big Snake!’ cried one of the warriors with 
Cody. “There is now no chief of the Cheyenne nation. 
There is a chieftainess, and if you do not pay her proper 
respect, 1 will bury my tomahawk in your skull!’ 

ihe man who had first spoken smiled a vicious ‘smile, 
but he took the plain hint, and went on: 

“Well, then, these are the words of White Wolf who 
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is still my chief, even though others have deserted him. 
‘Tell the dog of a paleface,’ he says——” 

At this new insult to Cody, whom they had already 
come to respect and admire, the warriors started forward 
angrily and-laid their hands on their weapons. 

The border king stopped them with a gesture. 

“Let him say what he chooses,” he said. “He is only 
repeating what his chief has ordered him to say.” 

““*Tell the paleface,’” the brave proceeded, “ ‘that I 
will await him at the edge of the wood, near to the 
northern end of the village, and will fight him there 
with any weapons he chooses before he leaves with my 
warriors to join the Bear Cheyennes. If the paléfice 
is not 4 dog and the son of a dog, he will meet me there.’ 
These are the words of White Wolf. What answer am 
I to carry to him?” 

“Tell him that I'll fight him wherever and whenever 
he likes,” said Cody, promptly. “Where is he now?” 

“He is already waiting on the edge of the wood. He 
longs to wipe out the ery of that blow you dealt 
him yesterday, white man.’ 

“Well, he sha have his chance! Lead the way, and [- 
will follow you.” 

The brave at once turned on his heel, and the king of 
the scouts was about to follow*him alone. But the war- 
riors with whom he had been talking, immediately in- 
sisted on accompanying him. They had no faith in the 
honor of White Wolf and his followers, and plainly said 
that the latter would try to stab Cody in the back while | 
he was fighting the chief unless there were people present — 
to see fair play. aon 

As they passed through the village, rumors of the com. 
ing duel spread among the people, and a crowd soon 
gathered and followed them. 


By the time he reached the spot where White Wolf 
was awaiting him, Cody saw that almost the entire popu- 
lation of the village—men, women and children alike— 
had turned out to witness the fight. 


It was not often that they had such an entertainment 
provided for them. These barbarians were as fond of 
witnessing deeds of blood as ever were the ancient 
Romans, and they gathered to witness a duel in the same 
joyous spirit that the modern Spaniards go to see a bull- 
fight. 

The squaws were the most bloodthirsty of all. Cody 
heard them openly expressing their hope that he would 
succeed in killing White Wolf. The deposed chief was 
not popular among the women, who all championed, the 
cause of Willow Blossom. . | 

But most of the braves seemed to think that the border» 
king had a mighty poor chance. They had seen what a 
mighty fighter he was with his fists, but they knew 
nothing of his skill with other weapons. 


They were not aware that he was the famous ee 
Hair, whose deeds were already being told” round the 
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“camp fires of all the Indian tribes. 


Buffalo Bill had been 
careful not to disclose his identity, thinking that it might 
havé prejudiced the cause of the Bear Cheyennes. 


_ He had merely told the council, the night before, that 
he was a scout who had made blood brotherhood with 


Long Bear and his people. 

This concealment on his part was a good thing for 
the three Bear Cheyennes who had accompanied him, and 
who had now hastened to the scene of the fight imme- 
diately they heard it was to come off. — 

They alone knew of the amazing skill of the border 


king with any weapon he cared to handle, and when 


the other braves began to bet on White Wolf, they 
promptly covered all the wagers offered. 

Before the fight began, they had staked all they had 
with them on the success of Buffalo Bill—their horses, 


- their weapons, their wampum belts, even their clothes. 


The others jeered at them, and asked them if they did 
not remember the great skill of White Wolf in handling 
his weapons. 

The Bear Cheyennes did not reply to the jeers. They 
waited in silence, , confident that they would be the ones 


to laugh last. 


White Wolf, stripped to the waist for the fray, did in- 
deed look a most formidable antagonist. 

He was over six feet tall, and very sinewy and mus- 
cular. A life of hard training and open air exercise had 
left not an ounce of superfluous flesh upon his body. 

Every movement he made showed a boundless store of 


“activity and vigor. 


His face darkened with vindictive rage when he saw 
the king of the scouts approach, followed by the mob 


_ from the village. 


He bent his head in greeting to Cody, and then said, 


sarcastically : 


“The paleface has DrOugne plenty of: men along with 
him to help him in the fight.” 

The border king flushed with anger. 

“Not a man shall interfere in the duel,” he declared. 
“J will make these braves swear not to try to avenge 
me if I fall, and you must do the same with your fol- 
lowers.” 

White Wolf agreéd, and all the braves took the re- 


— quired oath. 
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Then the medicine man of the tribe, who had assumed 
the duty of umpire of the fight, asked Cody to name the 
‘Weapon he chose. — 

- The knight of the plains replied indifferently that he 
didn’ t care. He would leave the choice to White Wolf. 

“Do not do so!” whispered one of the Bear Cheyennes 
to him, eagerly. “Long Hair, there is no man who can 

equal you in shooting with the rifle and the revolver. 
- Choose one of them for the fight. White Wolf is a great 
fighter with the knife and the tomahawk.” 
| said another of the Bear 
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Cheyennes to his comrades. “He is more than a match — 
for White Wolf with any weapon.” ae 
When the deposed chief understood ‘that his chivalrous 
adversary had left the choice of weapons to him, his 
savage face shone with delight. He knew that he was 
not a particularly good shot, and he had been secretly | 
afraid that the paleface would choose firearms. | 
Now he had little doubt that he would win the fight. 
There were none of the braves of his nation, save only 
Lone Bear, who could compare with him in the use of 
the cold steel, and he thought it in the last degree im- 

probable that a paleface would be able to do so. 

“Let us fight with knives,” he said, with a savage 
sneer. | | Laas : 

“With pleasure,” replied Buffalo Bill. 

The braves made a circle, with the women and children 
behind them, and the duelists stepped into this arena. 
White Wolf was naked, save for a short pair of buck- 
skin breeches, and he had oiled his body, so that his 
enemy would not find it easy to come to hand-grips with 

him. 

Buffalo Bill, on the éainkenaess did not even thaisieie! to 
throw off his hunting jacket. 

He merely drew his hunting knife, and waited, with 
lis eyes fixed steadily upon those of his adversary. 

White Wolf crouched, with his body tense and active- 
as that of a panther. 

Fe hoped to spring in suddenly and put an end to his 
enemy with one quick stroke, “swift as the dart of a ser- 
pent’s fangs, as he had often done before. 

_ Suddenly the old medicine man gave the war whoop of | 
the tribe—the signal for the fight to commence. 

The sound had hardly died upon his lips before, White 
Wolf leaped forward, with a spring like that of 4 tiger 


-¢at, his knife upraised in the air. 


But quick as he was, the border king was Sales 
He held his ground until the Indian’s knife was within 


~a few inches of his breast. 


Then he made a sides eD dodging the rush in abe 
nick of time. 

The swiftly-descending knife ripped up the side of his 
hunting jacket, but did not touch his flesh. 

As the redskin went past him, carried forward by the 
impetus of his rush, he made a quick stab with his own 
knife and touched him‘in the shoulder, drawing blood 
from a long slash. 

He might just as easily have stabbed him to the heart, 
for the brave was completely at his merey for a mo- 
ment; but he had no desire to kill him if he could avoid 
doing so. ; 

Buffalo Bill had been ee by civelmstanées to slay 
many men, but he never took a life if he could help it. 

White Wolf understood his danger, and he was quick i 
to recover from the impetus of his rush. | 

As he turned and faced Buffalo Bill again, he Copii 





take so pouch pains over his enemy. 
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more cautious tactics. He saw that he had held his op- 
ponent too cheaply, and that unless he was very careful 


_ his life would pay the penalty. 


Crouching low, until his body was almost bent double, 
he slowly circled. around the white man, looking for a 
chance to spring in and-catch him off his eared 
. But at every point he met the steellike glance of the 
border king and the remorseless point of the bowie knife, 
already wet with his blood. 

It seemed to the onlookers ages before he could sum- 
mon up courage to make another attack. The king of 


_the scouts had obviously chosen to take the defensive. 


Suddenly White Wolf leaped forward. 
Buffalo Bill sprang to meet him, and their two knives 
met with a grinding clash. 


They swayed backward and forward for a few sec- 


onds, the knives pressed hard against one another. 

Then there was a quick turn of the border king’s 
wrist, and the redskin’s weapon was twisted from his 
hand and sent flying high in the air, over the heads of 
the crowd. 


Thus disarmed, White Wolf sprang a step backward 
and awaited the death stroke which he knew he would 
have promptly given in a similar case. 

The ring of Indians watched with the keenest excité- 


‘ment, so absorbed that they could not speak. 


They expected to see the white man spring forward 
and stab his opponent to the heart. 

But that was not Buffalo Bill’s way. 

‘He threw his knife to the ground, crying: 

“See; we are equal again, White Wolf! 
yourself!” 


Doubling his fists, he nahed at the Indian. 


White Wolf had had experience of those fearful blows, 
and he did not wish to feel them again. 


Now, guard 


He raised his hands and feebly tried to parry them, but 
when it came to boxing he was as helpless as a baby. 

He was sent reeling to the ground with two frightful 
blows, one landing on the point of his jaw and the other 
in the solar plexus. : . 

“Ugh! What mighty blows!” said the old medicine 
man. “They would fell a buffalo.” | 

White Wolf was in a worse case now than on the 
previous night. : 


Blood was flowing freely from his nose and mouth, sta 
several of his teeth had been knocked out by the force 
of that terrible uppercut. 

For a moment, Buffalo Bill was afraid that he had 
struck too hard and killed him. 

He knew something of the usages of the prize ring, 
and he set to work to restore consciousness, while the 
Indians stared at him in wonder. 


It. was beyond their comprehension that a man should 
When they struck, 
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they struck to kill; and the only attention they woul 


pay to a fallen foe, would be to scalp him. 


The border king sent two of the braves for cold water 


ri 


with which he bathed the head and face of the uncon- E 


scious chieftain. 


It was more than a quarter of an hour before White: 


Wolf came to his senses. 


When he did, he spurned Cody’s well-meant silors's tou: 


lessen the pain he was suffering. 

Supported by some of his braves, he agai off to 
his tepee, first casting at his victorious foe a glance “ 
the deadliest hatred. | 

Buffalo Bill turned 6n his heel and came face to face 
with Willow Blossom. 

From an unobtrusive position among the women, she 


had watched the fight, and now she congratulated, the — 


border king on his victory. 


“But it was not well done to spare him,” she declared. 


“You should have taken his scalp, white man, when you. 


had the chance. v 


The knight of the plains told her that it was not the 
way of the palefaces to slay their helpless enemies. 


“It is not a good way,’ declared the fierce young 
squaw. “Our people kill their enemies whenever they’ 
can. It is wise to do so, for dead men cannot strike 
again, Mark well my words! 
trouble with White Wolf, and you will rue the day when 
you did not drive your knife up to the hilt in his false 
heart.” 


CHAPTER VII. 
WILLOW BLOSSOM MAKES AN OFFER, 


Buffalo Bill and Willow Blossom led all the warriors 
who had sided with them away*from the camp of White 
Wolf later in the day. 


We shall have more 


The nation had split for the second time, and only a_ 


small remnant of the braves, with their squaws and chil- 
dren, remained behind in the old camp. 

The king of the scouts feared that the parting might 
be accompanied by bloodshed, but, thanks to the impres- 
sion he had made by his victory over White Wolf, it 
passed off peacefully. | 

The braves who had decided to stay with the former 
chief glared sullenly at their old comrades as they rode 
away, but they did not attempt in any way to stop or pun- 
ish them. Indeed, their numbers were too small for such 


an effort, as more than two-thirds of the warriors had | 


decided to accompany the new chieftainess. 


White Wolf himself was too sick to be present at the — 


final division of the nation. He was in his tent, groaning 
with the pain of the fearful thrashing Buffalo Bill had — 


given him. 


After they had ridden beyond the limits of the seal “ 
and put about a couple of miles between themselves and.’ + 


~ 
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- the camp, Willow Blossom turned to Buffalo Bill, by 
_ whose side she was riding, and said: 


be 
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“Long Hair’—the Bear Cheyennes, jubilant over the 


winning of their bets, had by this time disclosed Cody’s 
_identity—“my heart misgives me. 


I fear that that cun- 
ning and treacherous man we have left behind will yet 
_ do something to work harm to us and Lone Bear. Did 
_you_see‘his face when he was led away after you had 
_ given him those terrible blows? It was the face of a 


a man who would stop at nothing in order to be revenged.” 


a 


“What can he do?” asked Cady. “T think we have 
drawn his fangs pretty effectually.” 

“T fear he will march, with all the braves who have re- 
mained with him, and join the Dakotas.” 


“He would not dare!” exclaimed Buffalo Bill, his eyes 


flashing fire. 


“There is nothing he would hesitate at in preg to be 


_ avenged upon us.’ 


low him anywhere. 


“But would the braves follow him against their own 
kinsmen 2.” 

“Yes. Those who have Seiiained with him would fol- 
They are completely dominated by 
him.” 

“Then what do you propose to do?” 
“IT think it would be a good plan to send a few of our 


- warriors back to keep a watch on the camp, without being 


seen themselves, and to bring us early news of what 


he does.” 


- Buffalo Bill agreed that the idea was a good one, and 


Seo our of the braves were called up, carefully instructed 
in the part they were to play, and sent back to main- 
tain a watch on White Wolf’s movements from the safe 
shelter of the wood. | 


; trouble. 


The camp of Lone Bear was reached without any 
One small scouting party of the Dakotas’ was 


seen, but it fled at the sight of such a powerful force. 


It goes without saying that the chief of the Bear Chey- 


ennes was overjoyed at the great success that had at- 
tended Buffalo Bill’s mission. 


He had not expected to sée his blood brother alive 
again—still less to see him return with the greater part 
of the Cheyenne nation at his back. 


But, more than all else, the young chief was eloitad to 


see the girl he loved riding into the camp by the side 


_ of Buffalo Bill, and to know that it was mainly to her he 


owed the strengthening of his little force. 
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| He lost no time in making fresh love to her and press- 
ing her to marry him at once, so that the two branches 


of the tribe would be more closely bound together. 


as 


Dave liked to yield to his appeal. 


Willow Blossom loved him very dearly, and would 
But she was a chief- 


_tainess | as well as a woman, and the chieftainess con- 
z - quered. 


ot “J will not marry you, Lone Bear, until after the Da- 





§ Metas have been completely conquered,” she said, 


“and I 
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man to merit your favor. 
you. 
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will only marry you then if you have distinguished your- — 
self above all the rest of the warriors in the fight with 
them.” 7 BS: 

“That is a hard condition, Willow Blossom,” replied — 
the young chief. “Among the Cheyennes there are many 
brave warriors, and who am I[ that I should hope to be 
greater than all?” | 

“You are the chief, and you must show vilirsath 
worthy of the title. I have led my people into this war, 
in which many of them will be killed. It is my duty to do 
all I can to secure the triumph of the Cheyennes, with- 
out thinking of my own selfish love. 

“Let it be known all through the camp that Willow 
Blossom, the daughter of Tiger Heart and the chief- 
tainess of the Cheyenne nation, will marry the man who 
fights best against the Cheyennes, if he will take her; and 
that he shalleshare with her the ruling over the nation.” 

Lone Bear was saddened by these words, but he was — 
a man of spirit and he accepted the challenge boldly, 
when he saw that it was hopeless to seek to turn her 
from her purpose. 

“So be it, Willow Blossom,” he said. “I accept the 
condition, hard though it is, and I will seek to be the 
But I ask one thing. only of 
Do not include Long Hair, the paleface chief, in 
your bargain. Neither I nor any other man in the Chey- — 
anne nation could hope to win greater honor and re-. 
nown than he will do in this fight. He is a warrior 
among a million.” | 

“Be it so,” said the girl, “I will not take account of 
him or of the other white men. What you say is true, 
and, besides’’—she added, naively—“I do not believe he | 
would take me to wife, even to become the chief over 
the Cheyenne nation. It is not well for redskin to mate 
with paleface.”’ | , 

The offer of the chieftainess was speedily noised abroad 
in the camp, and naturally it created a great deal of ex- 
citement and eager anticipation among the warriors. _ 

There was not one of them who did not hope, by some 
deed of extraordinary valor, to win the hand of Willow 
Blossom, and with it authority over the tribe. 

“Gosh my suspenders!’’ exclaimed old Nick Wharton 
to Buffalo Bill, when he heard the news. “I’m durned 
sorry white men are barred out o’ this yer competition. 
I ain’t so young as-I was, but I’d like ter have a shot 
at it myself. She’s sech a dainty little critter thet you 
could forgive her fer bein’ a redskin. I guess she’s only 
red on the outside, anyway. Her heart’s white enough.” 

Buffalo ‘Bill laughed. 

“Do you really think so, Nick?” he said. “Well, I 
reckon she’s every bit a redskin just as much as her 
father, Tiger Heart, ever was.” And he told the old 
trapper the story of how Willow Blossom had stabbed . 
the spy to death in the wood. e 

“Gol-durn me fer an old kafoozler !” said the old man 
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_- when he heard this. 
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“Whar wimmen is consarned, you 
never kin tell, kin ye? Now, I’d hev sworn she was 
jest as gentle as they make ’em. Waal, some other fel- 
ler kin be her husband, an’ I won’t envy him! Old Nick 
Wharton ain’t got no use fer a wife what ‘ud go an’ in- 
terjuce six inches o’ cold steel inter his vitals the min-. 
ute she got a bit jealous.” 

“You're a wise man, Nick,’ laughed Cody. “But our 
friend, Lone Bear, will feel pretty sore if somebody else 
goes and cuts him out and wins the girl.” 

“He'll be durned lucky ter be out of it,” growled the 
old trapper. 

But with this view Buffalo Bill did not agree, and it 
was not long before he was able to suggest to his blood 


_ brother a way in which he might distinguish himself 


above all the rest of his nation. 





CHAPTER. VIII. 
PLUMED HERON’S BAD NEWS. 


While the border king had been away on his mission to 
the camp of White Wolf, Lone Bear and his warriors had 
not much fighting to do. 


The Dakotas had reconnoitered their position, and there 


had been some small skirmishes between scouts and out- 
posts ; but the enemy had hesitated to attack such a strong 
position without first mustering all their available forces, 
and they had been sending out messengers to remote vil- 
lages for that purpose. | 

They had@not dreamed the Bear Cheyennes would. be 
reinforced by the nation they had left, for they knew of 
the feud between them and did not imagine it could be 
healed. 

Now that they saw how their numbers had bllen in- 
creased, the Dakotas withdrew to the mountains fringing 
their own country and seemed disposed to act on \the de- 
fensive.. 

Here it would be dangerous to follow them, for they 
had many strongholds; but something must be done— 
for the blood of the Bear Cheyennes who had been slain 
could not go unavenged. 


A grand war council was held two nights after the 
return of Buffalo Bill, and the plan of campaign was 
earnestly discussed. ~ 

While it was in session, the braves were amazed by 
the sudden appearance in their midst of Plumed Heron, 
one of the men whom Willow Blossom had left behind to 
watch the movements of White Wolf and his followers. 


He was exhausted almost to the point of collapse, and 
had to be supported by two men while he told his story 
to the council. Blood covered his body, and still oozed 
froma dozen ghastly wounds. His face was drawn and 
Haggard, as if he had passed through terrible suffering. 

-“Speak, Plumed Heron!” cried Willow Blossom, 
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springing to her feet as she saw him. “What is the mat- 
ter? Where are your comrades?” ak 

“They are dead, Willow Pre, 

“Dead!” 

“Ay, dead!” 

“How is this?” , 

“We watched, as you commanded, and we discovered 
that White Wolf and his men were preparing to strike 
the camp‘and go on a journey.. We waited and tracked 
them when they started, and we saw that their course 
led them straight to the lodges of the Dakotas. Raging 
at the defeat he had met with at your hands, White Wolf 
had determined to join the enemies of his nation. 

“As soon as we were stire of this, we turned and has- 


tened back to-join you and tell you the news. But White 
Wolf is more cunning than the prairie fox. He had sus- 


pected that you would put men on his track, and he had 


“set some of his braves to watch the watchers. 


“They came upon us as we lay around our camp fire 
at night, and we were-made prisoners before we had a ~ 
chance to resist. We were taken before White Wolf, and 
when we all refused to join his party and swear that we 
would no longer serve you, he ordered that we should ke 
tortured to death. 

. “The order was carsied out. although some of his 
heaucs protested against it. My comrades are now dead, 
and as for me—well, I got a chance to break away from 
them, and took it; but you can see what I went through 
first. 


“T had to cut my way ‘through six of his braves, aig 
they wounded me many times before I could reach a 
horse and make a dash for the open plain. My comrades | 
were all dead by that time, for I was the last man re 
served for the torture.” 


The brave had scarcely strength to tell this grim story, ; 
and as he finished it he fainted dead away. 


Buffalo Bill lifted him in his strong arms and carried 
him outside the circle of the council, delivering him over 
to the charge of Wild Bill, who speedily brought him 
round and attended to his wounds. 


Willow Blossom had turned as pale as death when she 
heard the story of Plumed Heron. She felt that she was 
responsible for the death of her tribesmen. But in a mo-_ 
ment the courage natural to a daughter of Tiger Heart 
came to her aid, and her sorrow turned to a paghion: GE 
anger. : 

“Whereis the man who will give me revenge on this 
son of a dog who-has tortured his own kinsmen?” she de- 
manded, angrily. “Shall we endure this thing? White__ 
Wolf must die! Ah! Long Hair, it had been well if you — 
had slain him when you had the chance! Then this 
thing would not have happened. The blood of my. braves rat 
would not have cried aloud for vengeance, But the past S 
is dead. There remains only the future! To the man — 
who slays White Wolf I pledge myself. He will be the 2 
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»® ‘greatest brave in the tribe, for there can be no service 
greater than his.” . 

Her fiery words made a great impression on the council. 
Bi Man after man sprang to his feet and declared that he 
would seek White Wolf out in the heat of battle and kill 
him. ger 
Lone Bear sat silent, absorbed in thought. 

He was not a man given to loud protestations. 
’ preferred to do things before he spoke of them. 
Buffalo Bill watched him narrowly for a few minutes, 
and then walked over to him and tapped him lightly on 
the shoulder. | 
Lone Bear looked round, with a start, and then, seeing 

-who it was, smiled pleasantly. 

“Come, my brother,” said Buffalo Bill. 
word to say to you.” 

Lone Bear arose immediately and followed him. 

Buffalo Bill sat down at a distance of about a hundred 
yards from the council fire, after making sure that there 
was no one around to overhear him, and said: 

“Lone Bear, do you not want to win the prize and 
make Willow Blossom your wife?” 

Lone Bear did not answer in words, but his fiery dark 
‘eyes spoke volumes. 


He 


“T have a 


“Well, then,” the border king went on, “I have a plan | 


to suggest by which you may do it, provided you are 
successful. But it is dangerous.” 
“Lone Bear cares nothing for the danger,” said the 
. young chief. “He does not care to live if another brave 

wins Willow Blossom.” | 

~*Listen! This is the plan I have thought of. 

“Have you heard-of the sacred war drum of the Da- 

potas? Yes, I see you have. It is’ their talisman—their 

mascot. Again and again it has been beaten by their 
head medicine man before they marched to victory over 
their foes, and they believe that all their good fortune 
depends upon keeping it in fhe possession of the tribe. 
Is this not so?” 


‘a 


“Ay, it is so,” replied the Indian. 


“It is the common 
talk among all the tribes.” | 


“Then your course is plain,” said thé® border king, 
“Make your way by stealth into the camp of the Dakotas 
and steal the war drum. Bring it back with vou to our 
camp, and you will be acclaimed as the best brave of 
your nation. The hearts of the Dakotas will turn to 
_.- water when they know that they have lost this talisman 
: 4 upon which they depend for all their victories, and it 
_ will be easy for us to vanquish them, even if they seek 
; the shelter of their mountain strongholds.” 





«~The young Cheyenne chieftain was fired by these stir- 

_ ring words, and he instantly replied: 
: “TI will do it, or die in the attempt. Long Hair, you 
4 have shown me the way to win Willow Blossom; and I 
wi risk everything in the effort. It may be that I will 
_ encounter that villain White Wolf while I am on this 
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task. If so, I shail have a double chance of winning my, 
bride, for he shall not escape if he comes within reach 
of my tomahawk.” 

“Don’t think it is going to be too easy, Lone Bear,” 
said Cody, warningly. ‘Do you know where the medi- 
cine men of the Dakotas keep their sacred war drum 
hidden ?” | 

“No.” 

“T heard of it from an old Dakota whom I befriended 
two years ago. I saved his life when he was attacked 
by a grizzly bear,“and he told me many things about his 
tribe—among the rest, about this sacred war drum.” 

“But would it be right to use what he told you to in- 


‘jure his own tribe?’ asked Lone Bear, who was in all 


things the soul of honor. 

* “Yes, there can be no harm. He Hiausell had a bitter 
grudge against his tribe. They had left him, old and 
wounded, in the desert to be the prey of wild beasts, he- 
cause they could not be troubled to carry him along with 
their hunting party. He would have died but for me. 

“He swore that if he lived long enough he would have 
revenge on the men who had so basely deserted him. 
Nothing would have pleased him more than that I should 
use what he told me to harm the tribe. 

“He is dead now—he died“some months afterward as 
the result of exposure in his old age, but I can fancy that 
his spirit would look down from the happy hunting 
grounds of the Great Manitou and rejoice in the down- 
fall of the Dakota nation which treated him so cruelly.” 

“Then say on,” Lone Bear said. “What did he tell you 
about this sacred drum, Long Hair?” 





CHAPTER IX. 


\ 
4 THE WAR DRUM OF THE DAKOTAS. 


., Buffalo Bill hesitated for a moment, and then said: 

“I do not like to tell you the story, Lone Bear, for any 
attempt to seize the drum will be frought with terrible 
danger. I may be sending you to your death. No, I will 
go myself and try to find it.” 

The eyes of the young chief flashed fire. 

“My brother forgets!” he exclaimed. “What will my 


life be worth to me if another brave wins Willow Blos- 


som and becomes the chief of the Cheyenne nation ?” 


“Very well, then, I will tell you; but only on condi- 
tion that I accompany you to the neighborhood of the 
camp of the Dakotas. You can go in alone and try to 
seize the war drum; but I must be there so that if you are - 
captured I gan plan some scheme for your rescue, or if 
you are kilf@t™ can avenge you.” 

“Agreed,” said Lone Bear. 

“Then listen. The sacred war drum is hidden in a 
cave near the base of Coyote Mountain. In this cave the 
Dakotas bury their great chiefs and medicine men and 
keep all their tribal treasures. 
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“It is supposed to be haunted by the spirits of the dead, 


and on that account it is not often visited by the Da- 
kotas. Only the medicine men go there, as a rule—ex- 
cept on some great occasion, like the burial of a chief. 

“But there is danger now, because the scouts report 
that the Dakotas are assembling at the foot of Coyote 
Mountain, which is one of their principal strongholds. 
You may have to penetrate right through their camp be- 


fore you can get to the cave.” / 


“T care nothing for the risk,” declared Lone Bear, his 
dark face alive with eager excitement.” The prospect of 
such an adventure as‘Cody~held out to him had startled 
him out of his usual calm dignity. 

“Do you know the country around Coyote Mountain ?” 
the border king asked. . 

“Yes,, 1 have hunted there,” the young chiéf replied. 

“Then here is a plan which will show you the location 
of the cave, as well as I can remember it from the de- 
sctiption given to me by the old Dakota.” 


He drew from his pocket a pencil and paper, and rap- 


idly sketched a plan. 


The Cheyenne comprehended it in a moment, for he 


“was a man of quick intelligence. 


“We will start at once,” he declared. “T will give 
orders that no movement is to be made against the Da- 
kotas until we return. All our braves can remain in the 
camp and exercise themselves with warlike sports until 
they hear from us. 

“Tt is not likely that the Dakotas will attack them, and 
if they do it will be easy enough to beat them off. I will 
leave Red Tomahawk in command of the Bear Che 


~ ennes, and Willow Blossom, of course, in command of ner 


own people. We shall not be needed.” 


Buffalo Bill agreed to this, but when the two blood 
brothers started to make the preparations for their jour- 
ney, they found that it was not easy to get away from the 
camp without disclosing the purpose they had in mind. 


Lone Bear did not want to do this, because he feared 
that some of the other braves who were anxious to win 
the hand of Willow Blossom might try to forestall him. 

Red Tomahawk urged him to take a party of braves 
with him, and Wild Bill and Nick Wharton were very 
anxious to go with Cody, declaring that he was having 
all the fun and they were being left out in the cold. But 


to take others with them might have spoiled their plans, 


for the job would have to be done with great secrecy if 
it was to succeed. Finally they managed to break away, 
and rode off together, leaving their friends in a very dis- 
satisfied trame of mind. rs 

Willow Blossom was especially discontented because 
she had failed to persuade either Buffalo Bill or noe 
Bear to tell her where they were going. 

As soon as they had departed, she calked the two white 
scouts and Red Tomahawk into confereiice. 
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“What is to be done?” she asked. “I know they are 


running into great danger.” 


“It’s. easy enough to guess where they are going,” Wild 


Bill remarked. “They have struck the trail for the 
Dakota camp. Goodness only knows what they are going 
to do there, but they have some big scheme in mind, 
and they are the men to carry it through, too.” 
“They will be captured and tortured to death,” said 
Willow Blossom, breaking down and sobbing bitterly. 
“Let us go after them at once, with a strong war party, 


SO that we will be at hand to help them if danger threat- 


ens,” Red Tomahawk suggested. 

“But if we do that, we may spoil their scheme, * Wild 
Bill objected. “Whatever it is, they want to carry it 
through alone. They evidently fear that if many men 
were with them they would not have a chance. % 

“That is true,” Willow Blossom said, “but we cannot 
leave them alone. I will tell you what we will do. To- 


"morrow morning we will start upon their trail with a 


large war party and follow them straight to the Dakota 
camp, if it leads there. They will travel faster than we 
shall, so that they will have plenty of time to carry out 
their plans. If we find they have been captured, we may 
be able to rescue them. If not e 





The young chieftainess did not finish the sentence, but . 


the fierce look in her eyes boded ill for the Dakotas. 
Next morning the Cheyennes took the trail, more than 

two hundred braves strong, and they found, as they ex- 

pected, that it led to the stronghold of the Dakotas, 


Lone Bear and his paleface pard crested a rise in the 
prairie, three days later, and, lying hidden in the grass, 
took a careful survey of the country. 

They had come into the country of the Dakotas, sa 
they could see the smoke of the enemy’s camp fires rising 
lazily into the cloudless air of the early morning. 

The braves were preparing their breakfast. 


They had pitched their camp at the foot of a loity 


mountain, the first of a long range. It was a good posi-~ 
They could see the approach of an enemy in plenty 
of time to retire to the mountains, where they had several 
strongholds that were almost impregnable, 

It would be impossible to. advance over the plain dur- 
ing the day without being Seen, but Lone Bear did not 
want to waste time by waiting until nightfall. 

Away to the east, he saw that the country was fairly 
well wooded. He decided that he would made a detour 
and try to get behind the camp that way and reach the 
cave. 

Buffalo Bill, meanwhile, would remain behind the rise, 
hidden in a ‘clump of timber with the horses. 
to go with his blood brother, but the latter protested that 
if he did, the deed would be robbed of much of its glory. 

It was with a heavy heart that the border king watched 


his friend depart, for he feared that he might ‘have sent ° 


him to his death. 


CHAPTER X. 
IN THE SACRED CAVE. 


Ney 


ant Bear was an expert in the art of taking cover. 
He knew that many keen eyes in the Dakota camp must 


be on the watch, and he was therefore very cautious in — 
creeping through the long grass to the timbered belt in, a 


which he would be compara ery safe. 


He longed 3 


encumber his movements. 
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He had left his riflé behind with Cody, as it would 
Fe had a revolver in his belt, 
but he did not mean to use it, except in the last ex- 
tremity, for it would bring too many of his foes down 


upon him. He would rather trust to the noiseless steel. 


_kota camp. 


At last he reached the timber, apparently unseen by the 
enemy; and he rose to his feet and stepped boldly and 
briskly forward. securely sheltered by the thick vegeta- 
Hon. 

The wood ran clear down to the side of the mountain, 
at.a distance of about a quarter of a mile from the Da- 
If he could pass through it safely, he could 


lurk under cover of the broken ground around the base 
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of the mountain until he found the cave. 


As he advanced through the wood, he looked carefully 
from side to side, on the alert to detect the first sign of 
any opening in the ground that might lead to a cave, 
however carefully its entrance might be masked. 


Suddenly, as he was stooping to push away some un- 
dergrowth ‘that obstructed his path, he felt the wind of an 
arrow past his ear. 


The shaft misséd him by about a quarter of an inch, 
and stuck quivering in the ground. 


Lone Bear turned, quick as a flash, and saw two fierce 
eyes gleaming at him from a mask of thick vegetation 
about thirty feet to the right. Only the eyes were visible 
to him, the rest of the face and the bady Reine hidden by 
the density of the vegetation. 


The eyes wetfe so menacing and terrible in their ex- 
pression that for a moment the young chieftain stared at 


them in fascination—too startled. to move. 


Another arrow, which came so close that he could. feel 
the wind of it upon his cheek, quickly woke him to action. 


He drew his scalping knifé and sent it whizzing with 
“terrible force toward the eyes. 


There was a scream of pain as the eyes disappeared. 
- Lone Bear rushed forward hopefully, thinking that he 


a | had killed his enemy, or, at least, wounded him. so badly 


that he would not be able to get away. 


But in his haste he was not sufficiently cautious. His 


- foot tripped in the tangled undergrowth, and he was 
~ thrown headlong to the ground. 


and on the ground. 





He was up in a moment, but when he searched the spot 
where he had seen the eyes he could find no trace of the 
man who had attacked him. 


The ground was hard and stony in that particular 


place, and had not received the light ee of the 


Indian’s moccasins. 


There were a few spots of blood on some of the leaves 
Had it not been for these, and for 
the undeniable evidence of the arrows, the young chief 
would have almost persuaded himself. that\ he was the 


.-victim of a delusion. 


But it was plain enough that he had wounded his en- 


_ emy, probably very slightly, and the man had fled. 


Should he pursue him, he wondered, or should Be press 


<7 and try to find the cave? 


The enemy had a good start, and would increase it 


_ while he wasted time in picking up the trail. 


: i “He will get away, whatever I do,” 


Lone Bear mut- 


tered to himself, picking up the knife he had thrown at 


his hidden foe. » 


‘So much the more reason to“push on 


- and try to find the cave before he brings the rest of his 
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tribe down on me. It would take too much time to try to 
catch him in this thick wood.” 

The thought of giving up the enterprise and going 
back, now that the enemy would be warned of his pres- 
ence, never once entered the head of the brave, young 
Cheyenne, ', 

He had quite made up his mind to carry the adventure 
through successfully or perish in the attempt. 

Pushing on rapidly, he soon emerged fromsthe thick 
wood into a barren gully. Looking at the plan which 
Buffalo Bill had given him, he saw that he must be near 
the object of his quest. 

He searched the sides of the gully carefully, for the old 
Dakota had said that the entrance to the cave was in such 
a place. At last, to the left, he saw a small hole—barely 
large enough for him to crawl througlr on his. hands and 
knees. 

It looked as if it was the lair of some wild beast, and 
for a moment he hardly dared to hope that he had really 
made the great discovery. But when he passed through 
the hole he saw that it led to a larger passage, and be- 
yond it the shadowy dimness of a large cave was re- 
vealed to his eager gaze. 

The sound of running water came to his ears, faint 
but distinct, from the depths ‘of the cave. Evidently 
there was some subterranean stream running through it 
and emptying itself through some other opening. 

Lone Bear hastened through the narrow passage, and 
then lighted a candle which Buffalo Bill had given him. 


He saw that the sides and roof of the cave were covered 


with huge stalactites, which gave it a weird and terrify- 
ing appearance in the dim light. ; 

The Cheyenne chief was as brave as any of his race, 
but he had a fair share of the superstition common to all. 
redskins. He thought now of the stories that the cave | 
was haunted by the spirits of the dead Dakotas who were 
buried in it, and for a moment his lofty courage failed 
him, 

Then he remembered the great prize he had at stake— 
Willow Blossom—and he went boldly forward. 5 

The passage soen gtew larger and broadened out until 
the feeble light cast by his candle could not reach to both 
sides of the wall of rock with which he was hemmed in.. 


Presently he came to a parting of the ways. The cavy- 
ern branched off into two passages, both of vast extent, 
as far-as he could see by the faint light at his command. 


‘He hesitated which course to take—which cavern to 
search first. | 


As he stood there, unable to make up his mind, he 
happened to cast his eyes to the ground, and saw, just 
in front of him, the impression of a Dakota moccasin on 
a patch of soft, damp sand. It pointed in the direction of 
the cavern to the right. | 


Somebody had gone in there, and only a short time 
before, judging from the freshness of the footprint. Per- 
haps the man was still there. 

No! Looking around carefully, the Cheyenne saw 
another footprint in the sand in the opposite direction. 
The man had not only gone into the cavern, but had re- 
turned from it. 


The hard rock of the floor had not taken the impres- 


sions of his moccasins, but they were revealed by this 


little patch of telltale sand. 


There was no longer any reason to doubt which of the 
two caves was the right one. 
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It was practically certain that the Dakota, who was in 
all probability a priest, had gone to visit the shrine at 
which the sacred war drum and all the other “war medi- 
cine” of his tribe was kept. 

The ground was uneven and covered with bowlders. 
In the dim light Lone Bear continually tripped and 
_ stumbled. 

__ At last he fell headlong over a small rock, and found 
himself up to his neck in water. 

He had fallen into a silent but swiftly flowing subter- 
ranean stream, and it was some few moments before he 
could struggle to his feet and wade to the other side 
against the force of the current. 

Luckily the place on which he had stumbled was shal- 
low. As he afterward found, if he had fallen in a little 
lower down he would have found himself in ten feet of 
water, and he might have drowned, for, like most of the 
Indians of the plains, he was of no account as a swimmer. 

As it was, he had soaked his revolver and cartridge 
belt, and it was pretty certain that the weapon would 
be of no use to him if it came to a fight with the Dakotas. 

It was not long before he had good cause to regret this 
misfortune most sincerely. | 

He had held on to the candle in his struggle with the 
stream. Luckily his matches, being in a water-tight box, 
had remained dry. He lit the candle again, and went on 
his way, more cautiously than before. 

About a hundred yards further on he came into a 
large, circular hall with a domelike roof. It might have 
been hollowed out by human hands, so regular and sym- 
metrical were its proportions. 

Directly in the center of this hall there was a large, 
raised platform built of rocks and bowlders. 

The sight of that platform and what was upon it froze 
Lone Bear’s blood with horror, and he had hard work to 
conquer his desire to turn on ‘his heel-and fly from the 
spot like a coward. | 

Standing erect and confronting him were a number 
of skeletons—all that remained of the great chiefs and 
priests of the Dakotas who had found eee in that 
gloomy cavern. 

They held their bony fingers toward him in an attitude 
of menace, as if demanding to know why he—the enemy 
of their nation—dared to profane their last resting place. 

In their outstretched hands they gripped tomahawks 
and scalping knives—the weapons they had wielded with 
deadly effect in their lifetime, and which had been buried 
with them for their use in the happy hunting grounds 
of the Great Manitou. 

Lone Bear stared at these grim relics of mortality with 
an ever-growing fear gripping at his heart. It is im- 

possible to tell how long he would have stood riveted to 
the spot by his superstitious terrors. 

But suddenly he heard a sound which sent the red 
blood tingling through his body, and made him a man 
and a warrior again. 

From far back. in the recesses of the cave through 
which he had journeyed there came a faint cry—the call 
of one Dakota to another.. 

It was answered by several voices, and Lone Bear 
knew that he would soon have human foes to deal with. 

He had'no fear of them, though he had been appalled 
by the nameless terrors of the grave, 

But’ before he turned to face or dodge his foes, he 
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must carry out his mission. 
drum. 

An instinct told him 
that the crafty Dakota priests had arranged the skeletons 
in their terrifying pose in order to frighten any intruders 
who might by chance penetrate to their holy of holies. 

Like all redskins, he was terrified at the idea of com- 
mitting sacrilege, but. there was no help for it. 
would not hesitate now, with success almost within his 
erasp.. . 

Holding the candle high above his head, so that its 


hat it was on the platform, and 


He. 


4 


feeble beams would illumine the largest possible area of — 


ground, he advanced with firm step but quaking heart to 
the foot of the platform. 

It was as he had expected. 

In the very center of the platform, on a small pedestal 
formed of grinning human skulls, there rested the sacred 
war drum of the Dakotas. 

With a low cry of triumph, Lone Bear seized it in his 
right hand and examined it eagerly. 

As he did so, the entrance to the hall in which he stood 
was suddenly brilliantly illumined by the light of many 
torches, and a frightful war whoop of mingled anger and 
triumph rang loudly in his ears. 





CHAPTER XI. 
LONE BEAR'S STRUGGLE FOR LIFE. 


Even in that moment of acute peril, Lone Bear was 
cool enough to examine the war drum the instant before 


he blew out the candle which showed his position to the > iy 


Dakotas. 

It was made of human skin stretched tightly upon a, 
framework of animals’ bones, and was hideously dec- 
orated .with human scalps and with the teeth of the 
erizzly bear: and other animals. These adornments, as 


well as the place in which he had found it, convinced ae 


Lone Bear that he had found the real drum. 

But how to get away with it, and dodge the penalty of 
his daring act? 

The Dakotas were already swarming in through the 
passage into the hall. Their torches had not yet fully 
illumined the vast chamber, but they had seen him by the. 
light of his own candle, and were rushing forward, intent 
on punishing him for defiling the sepulcher of their 
famous dead. 

Lone Bear promptly blew out the candle, and then 
silently changed his position, keeping tight hold of the 
war drum, which he slung round his neck by a string 
which was attached to it, so as to leave his arms free 
for the fight which seemed inevitable. 

He crept forward swiftly but silently toward the pas- 
sage, making a detour so that he would avoid the men_ 
who were rushing toward him. 


Fortunately the light of their torches did not carry 


far, and in the gloom of the cavern they could not see 


ink 


They reached the platform of the dead, and seemec > 


surprised to find that he had vanished. 
Lone Bear turned for a moment to gaze at them, and 
he saw that his foes numbered thirteen. 


there were also sevetol warriors. 


They presented. a strange and awe-inspiring picture, 


\ 
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One of thera’ 
was a medicine man, and others were his assistants, but 
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i ae Lone Bear been the man to be impressed by such a 
: scene, which he was not. 
i They had halted, in momentary indecision, not more 
_ than a hundred yards away from the point where he 
was standing. 
| Their blazing, torches revealed their tall feather head- 
_ dresses and their dark, naked bodies, which were fright- 
ts fully painted with the gaudy | colors of the war council 
and the medicine lodge. 
+» The light shone on the steel of hae tomahawks and 
rifles, for they were well armed. Worse than that—it 
showed up the skeletons standing erect upon the plat- 
form with terrible distinctness. 
Lone Bear shuddered as he saw them again, and he felt 
that they were threatening him with nameless tortures 
for having dared to plunder their shrine. 
se Some of the Dakotas were also nervous of that grim 


oo 
“hee 


_ and ghostly place, for Lone Bear could hear the warriors 
begging the medicine men to return. The latter, of 
course, cared nothing for the sight of the skeletons, for 
they were used to them. 
“The light is gone,” said one of the braves, loudly, but 
_ in a.voice that shook with terror. He seemed to be 
speaking in order to keep his courage, wip. “The Chey- 
eine must have fallen a prey to the devils of this place. 


They carried him off to their home in the bowels of the- 


earth at the very moment when he sought to take the 

sacred drum.” 
“Fool!” answered one of the, 

seemed to be the chief over the rest. “The drum is gone, 

-and the Cheyenne is somewhere here. He can’t be far 

™ away. He must be lurking in the shadows of the cave. 

Search thoroughly !”’ 

- The man spoke in a tone of unusual ferocity and 

ower, and Lone Bear recognized in a flash that here 

“Ws the foe he had most reason to fear. 

§ scared by the supposed ghostly terrors of the place, and 

he was filled with a relentless determination to find the 

Pp intruder, 

; Fortunately for the young Cheyenne, the Dakotas did 

_ mot scatter to find him. Whether because of their super- 
stitious fears, or because they preferred not to stumble 
on a desperate man alone in the dark, they kept to- 

_ gether. 

He started at once to edge his way noiselessly toward 

_ the passage by which he had entered. There was no 

light to guide his steps, and, groping his way by the 

sense of touch, he had to go slowly lest he should stumble 
again over a rock and make!a noise which would. dis- 
close his position to the enemy. The intense gloom was 
very confusing, and he had to look round constantly to 
see where he was. 


The Dakotas, as he saw to his teint relief, had gone 
forward to search the other end of the vast hall. They 
— had naturally imagined that when he heard their war 

ery he would flee away from them as far as he could go, 
ft instead of dodging toward them in order to try to reach 
‘she passage by which he had entered. 

But soon they discovered their mistake, and turned to 
‘ retrace their steps, yelling loudly in their anger and dis- 
: een Their torches drew rapidly nearer and 
_ Nearer. | 

So “Lone Bear had been feeling his way along the side of 
é “te. hall by touching the rocky wall, but he began to fear 
_ that he must have passed the entrance, so long was he 
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* into a run. 


medicine men, who” 


He was not 
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Then, at last, he felt a slight current of air in his face, 

and he knew that it must come from the passage, for the 

atmosphere in the domed hall was still and close, 

Next moment his hand, which had been touching the 
wall, went into space. He had found the entrance, and 
had at least a chance for his life, although a mighty poor 
one. 

But just as he was rejoicing over his luck, his foot 
slipped and he went crashing down on the rocky floor 
with a noise that sounded all through the domed cham- 
ber. His fall sent tfo or three big stones rolling, and 
they had hardly stopped before the loud yells of the Da- 
kotas showed that they had not been slow to perceive 
his exact position. 

The torches came forward now far more quickly than 
before, and, as he rose from the ground, aching with 
the pain of his heavy fall, Lone Bear saw,that there was 
nothing for it now but a trial of speed. 

Yet the ground was so bad that for a time he could not 
vo fast. Then it improved, and he was able to break 
The path was now level and straight, for he 
had not yet come to the subterranean river. : 

What worried him most of all was that, after a few 
minutes, he neither heard nor saw anything of his foes. 
Their torches no longer flickered in the darkness, and 
their yells no longer smote upon his) ears. 

What had become of them? It was absurd to suppose 
that they had given up the chase. Lone Bear knew the 
nature of the Dakotas far too well to believe that for a 
moment. | 

Perhaps they had extinguished their torches and were 
creeping on him silently through the darkness, hoping 
to attack him by surprise and’ kill or capture him with- 
out giving him a chance to slaughter any of them. 

Or perhaps they had* turned off into some secret 
passage parallel with the one through which he was fly- 
ing, and would get ahead of him and spring out upon 
him suddenly before he could win his way to the blessed | 
light of day. 

He stopped, as this pieacht sone him, anid hesitated 
for a moment. 

Should he go back to the hall of death and try to find 
some other exit from the mammoth cave | ; 

No! a thousand times, no! | 

The young Cheyenne felt that he would rather Fcc 
hjs living foes at any disadvantage than return to those 
menacing skeletons. | 

He knew that he had little hope of eluding his pur-. 
suers without a fight, but the horrors of the cavern had 
so settled on his mind that he was determined to try to 


gain the open air at any cost rather than go back. 


Suddenly he saw a little flicker of light on bs rocky 
floor directly in front of him. | 

It must be his foes, waiting for him, with a torch shel- 
tered by their hands. 

They were only a few feet away, behind a jutting rock. 

His idea that they had sought another and a swifter 
passage must have been correct. 

He halted instantly, but as he did so the head‘ medicine : 
man whom he had seen in the cave of skeletons stepped © 
from behind the rock, holding the torch in one hand and: 
carefully shading it with the other. ~ 

Evidently he wanted to find out where the Cheyenne 
was, for he must have been wondering why he had been 
so long in coming through the passage. | 


\ 
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- He caught sight of Lone Bear instantly, and with a 
savage snarl leaped toward him, thrusting forward the 
torch as if he would thrust it in his face and blind him 
with the flame. 

With a quick jump the young Cheyenne eluded the 
fearful weapon. 

- As he did so, he whipped out his revolver from his belt, 
forgetting for ‘the moment that the cartridges had been 
soaked in the subterranean river. 

The hammer fell with a click, and he knew that the 
weapon was useless. 

So did the Dakota priest. 

Yelling with savage delight, he again rushed forward, 
brandishing the torch above his head. 

But Lone Bear, without a second’s delay, hurled the 
heavy revolver in his face with stunning force. 

The man reeled back, groaning, and put his hands to 
his face. 

The young tthiet sprang at him, tomahawk in hand, in- 
_ tending to brain him before he died. For it seemed that 
die he must. A dozen other medicine men and braves 
had followed their leader from behind the rock and were 
now swarming up to attack him. - 

Lone Bear aimed a blow at the chief priest’s head, but 
that worthy had only taken a second or two to recover 
' from the stunning shock of the revolver. 

Quick as a snake to dodge, he ducked his head, and 
the tomahawk fell upon the forehead of one of his com- 
panions who was rushing to his aid. 

‘The fellow fell to the grotind, screaming in his death 
agony; and his fall checked the rest for an instant. 

Lone Bear was quick to take advantage of their pause. 

He dashed through them, slashing right and left with 
his tomahawk, and hardly noticing in his hurry whether 
or not his blows took effect. 

In a few moments he was free of the crowd and racing 
onward toward the little tunnel which led to the open air. 

~The Dakotas—those of them who had survived the fu- 
rious fight—gave chase, yelling like fiends robbed of 
their prey. 

Lone Bear had not escaped from that terrible mélée 
unscathed. 

One of the braves had struck him a severe blow on the 
gicntder with the butt end of his rifle, and a medicine 
man had stabbed him in the side with a knife just as he 
was getting free of the crowd. 

- Blood was flowing freely from this wound, and it 
pained him more and more as he ran, until he soon grew 
dizzy and sick, and swayed weakly from side to side. 

His strength was rapidly failing, and it seemed certain 
that he must fall into the hands of his bloodthirsty foes. 

Stumbling with every footstep, he still pushed gallantly 
onward, until at last he tripped over a rock and was sent 
to the. ground like a stone from a sling. 

He lay there for a few moments unconscious. 

Then he opened his eyes and looked round feebly. 

He -was lying flat on the rock, with his hands 
stretched out in front of him. 

They touched nothing, and when he groped with them 
he could find nothing but space. 

~A cold sweat of horror broke out all over his body. 
Brave man though he was, he shuddered and nearly re- 
lapsed into unconsciousness. 

He was lying on the very brink of a terrible chasm, 
witich opened in the rocky floor of the cave. 


cluster together in a bunch, and look around. They - 


.and search. for the intruder, but they would not do : 
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aes lucky fall had alone saved him from stan aee 
over its brink and being hurled down into fathomiess a 
depths. .* 





' 
CHAPTER XII. 
ON THE EDGE OF THE ABYSS. 


Lone Bear’s position now seemed to be titterly hopelaeel ; 

Behind him ‘were his bloodthirsty and merciless foes; ° 
in front, the yawning precipice. ’ 

He could hear the voices of the Dakotas as they has- 
tened toward him through the gloom. 

They had followed him slowly and cautiously, for they 
were sure of catching him. As a matter of fact, several — 
of their comrades were on guard outside the cave, at the 
mouth of the entrance tunnel; and Lone Bear would ~~ 
surely have been struck down and captured as he emerged 
if he had managed to gain his goal. : 

The young Cheyenne looked around eagerly for some: 


‘means of escape as their torches drew nearer; but he 


could find none, and he resigned himself with the forti- 
tude of an Indian chief to death. He had made up his 
mind that he would not be captured, and that, before he 
fell he would cast the sacred war drum of the Dakotas 
over the brink of the precipice. 

, Drawing back into the shadow of a large rock, he drew 
his knife—for he had lost his tomahawk in his fall—and | 
nerved himself for his: last fight. 

He could see the Dakotas halt about forty feet away, 


talked in high-pitched voices, nervously and excitedly, 
and seemed very much afraid to leave one another. 

Lone Bear caught the voice of the chief medicine man, 
raised in anger. He was again telling them to scattes 





They feared the chasm, which they supposed to be the ae 
habitation of evil spirits, and they had seen enough ne 
the prowess of their enemy to be afraid of meeting him 
alone. | 

The medicine man advanced alone toward the edge of _ 
the abyss. His eyes flashed cruelly, like those of anangry 
snake. He guessed pretty well where his enemy was, 
and he was determined that he should not escape him i 
again. ) 

His head was singing from the blow in the fase he 
had received from Lone Bear’s revolver, and he yearned 
for revenge. Besides this, he knew that unless he could 
recover:the sacred war drum and punish the daring en- 
emy who had tried to steal it, his power among his people 
would be at an end. 

It only needed a glance into his baleful eyes, gleaming — 
brightly in the light of the torch which he carried in his 
left hand, to read his fixed resolve to grapple with his ~ 
foe and slay him. 


Lone Bear waited, without hope and without fear, for 
the inevitable struggle. 

He had resolved, for his part, that he would carry thes 
medicine man, close-locked i in his embrace, over the edge 
of the precipice, so that they would go down to death 
together. He had no hope that, weak as he was, he ‘cout “ 
vanquish him and then escape from the other Indians. es 

For a few moments the fierce priest did not see hina ‘a 
and they were moments that seemed like Ween: to. ee ‘ 
waiting man. 

He walked up and down the edge of the precipice, at a ‘e 
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distance of about thirty yards from Lone Bear, and then 
turned and was about to go back to his comrades, having 
apparently decided.in his own mind that the fugitive had 
_ fallen into the abyss in the haste of his flight. 

But as he turned, raising the torch aloft for a last 
look around, his eyes fell upon the figure of the Cheyenne 
_ crouching, knife in hand, in the shadow of the rock. 

In an instant he whipped out his own knife, threw 
down the torch and ran toward his foe. 

They came together on the very edge of the chasm 
.and fought their wild duel, each man knowing that a 
single false step would prove his doom, and that the one 

_who staggered from a wound would go reeling down to a 

- terrible death. : 

Lone Bear was faint with loss of blood and the nu- 

- merous injuries he had received in his long-drawn-out 
struggle for life, but he braced himself up for the fight 
with all the courage of his indomitable nature. He had 
been waiting for it, and he received ihe onset of the Da- 
kota with a deadly coolness. 

___, But the medicine man, maddened ee his fanatical hate, 
Bes showed little caution and paid the natural penalty. 

_ He rushed at Lone Bear with the blind rage of a bull 
and made two vicious stabs at him with his knife, both 
of which the lithe, young Cheyenne dodged easily. 

Then, just -as the second blow was struck, Lone Bear 
saw his chance. With a quick, sure thrust he buried his 
knife up to the hilt in.the body of the priest. 

Still he was not out of peril. 

The medicine man gave a terrible groan as he felt tiie’ 
steel. Even Lone Bear, trained to bloody deeds though 
_/ he was, could hardly repress a shudder when it smote 
- upon his ear. 

Swaying like a drunken man, the Dakota fought back 
the wave of death that he felt surging over him,.and 
staggered forward, trying to come to hand-grips with 

. hi enemy and drag him down to death with him. 

He clasped Lone Bear in his arms with the terrible 

__pslutch of a dying man and slowly dragged him, inch by 

inch, toward the brink. 

Weakened as he was, the Cheyenne struggled vainly; 
but when he was only a couple of feet away from his 
impending doom he managed to wrench his right arm 

. free and deal his terrible foe tw6: switt stabs straight to 
_ the heart. 

That death grip was relaxed at once, but as he fell 
over the edge the medicine man tore away the sacred 
war drum which was hanging by a thin string over Lone 
Bear’s shoulders. 


It went down with him into the bottomless pit # which 
he expiated the many deeds of blood and horror which 
he had done in the service of his false gods. 

As he fell into the spirit-haunted depths a cry came 
from his lips so weird and unearthly that it seemed it 
~-- must have been uttered by one of the demons supposed 
___ by.the Indians to dwell there. 
|. That, at all events, was the opinion of the other Da- 
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—< ‘one Bear turned to face them, knife in hand, ex 
_ pecting that he would soon follow the man he had slain. 
In the fitful gleam of the torches, stained from head to 
foot with: bleod and with his face ghastly and haggard 
_ from the strain of the terrible experiences he had gone 
_ through, it was hardly strange that the superstitious red- 
ete eae took him for his own ghost. 
ei apey ol he had been slain by the demons of the 
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pit and had reappeared again to kill them. His mar- _ 
velous escape in the duel with the medicine man, which 
they had witnessed, seemed more than mortal. | rm 

For a moment they gazed at him in terrified heal irons 

Then, as he uttered the war cry of the Cheyennes in a 
high- pitched, unearthly screech and took a step toward 
them, their overstrained nerves broke down completely. 

They were brave enough warriors under ordinary cir- 
cumstances, no doubt, but the terrors of that spin: 
haunted cave were too much for them, | 

They gave a yell of fear and horror, and then turned 
tail and “fled into the darkness, never once stopping. to 
cast a glance behind them. 

Mad with the lust of blood—the dominané passion of 
the ssavage redskin nature—Lone Bear tried to pursue 
them. After all he had passed through, he. seemed to 
have lost the desire of life, as he had cértainly iost the 
fear of death. 

But he soon found that he was too weak to take many 
steps. He sank down’ upon the rocks, bleeding ae 
and fainted. 





CHAPTER XIII. 


THE SUBTERRANEAN RIVER. 


- How long he lay there Lone Bear could not tell, but j it 
must have been for several hours. 

The Indians, frightened nearly out of their skins, did 
not come back to trouble him. 
Indeed, as Lone Bear found out later, all the. braves of 
the Dakotas gave the sacred cave a very wide berth for 
several months afterward. Only a few medicine men 
entered it, in fear and trembling, to see if'they ects dis- 

cover any trace of the sacred drum. 

They found a fragment of the broken string on the 
brink of the precipice, and rightly guessed that the drum - 
itself had gone down into the abyss and was lost to them 
forever. Mourning bitterly, they returned to their people 
and imparted the sad news, with the result that the war- 
like spirit of the braves was greatly weakened, for they 
thought their luck as a nation had vanished with the loss 
of their much-prized talisman. 

This had a very important effect later, but we must 
now return to Lone Bear. 


A& he returned to his senses he became aware that he 
had had a remarkably narrow escape of bleeding to death. 

His deerskin’ jacket and breeches were caked with 
blood. It had already dried, thus one how long" he 
must have lain unconscious. 

Luckily, the wounds had stopped bleeding of their own 
accord, although the stab in his side still gave him a 
good deal of pain. 

When he rose to his feet, he felt wea but rridely bet- 
ter than he had been before his nen with the medicirie ’ 
man. / ! 

His head was clear and his brain active. 

The desire for life—life with Willow Bioorg 
returned, and he thought hard how he shoei best escape 
from his still perilous position. 

He did not fear that the Dakotas: itil return, but 
he believed they would leave a guard at the tunnel. by 
which he had entered the cave, so that they could slay 
him when he emerged, if by any chance he should TARDE 
to be still alive. 
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It followed that he must find some other way out. 
was. there another way? 
Suddenly he remembered the subterranean river, in 


_which he had so narrowly escaped drowning. 


That river must flow somewhere. Perhaps it went 


- down into the bowels of the earth; perhaps it emerged 
, into the open country not far away. Could he not float 


down on its swift current to safety? It was a desperate 
chance, but it seemed to him better than trying to escape 
by the way he had come, with the almost certain chance 
of falling into the hands of the Dakotas. 

He picked up the torch which the dead medicine man 
had flung down when he advanced to attack him and re- 
lighted it. @hen he made his way, slowly and cautiously, 
to the river. He took good care not to risk falling into 
any more chasms, and he searched all around the vast 
cave for another way out. This consumed an hour or so, 
and at the end of that time he was forced to conclude 
that there was none. He had to take his choice between 
the tunnel and the river. 

He walked up and down the brink of the stream for 
some time, examining it carefully. He saw that the bed 
was bfoad and deep, with apparently very few turns and 
obstructions. The place into which he had fallen some 
hours before was the shallowest part of the stream. 

How was he to float down? He could hardly swiin 


three* strokes, and he had all a non-swimmer’s terror of 


the water, especially of a stream that looked so black and 
cruel as this subterranean river to which no ray of sun- 


light ever penetrated. 


Lone Bear decided that he must have something to 
float upon, orhe would surely be drowned. 
‘He made another long search, and at last nerved him- 


self up te face once more the grim skeletons of the hall. 


of death. 

There he found that which he sought. 

The skeletons were attached to a strong and heavy 
board base, made of a number of planks tied together 
with strips of rawhide. 

It was some minutes before Lone Bear could summon 
up his courage to tear the skeletons away from their sup- 
port, but it had to be done, and at last he did it. 

The framework was too heavy for him to carry to the 
side of the stream, so he cut the lashings apart and car- 


ried the planks thither one by one. 


- When he had four of them he bound them together 
again firmly, and thus had an excellent raft. 

“With hope once more surging in his heart, he pushed it 
into the stream, jumped aboard, lay down flat on his 
stomach and drifted swiftly onward—whither he could 
not tell, | 

He had done all he could, and it rested with the Great: 
Manitou whether he would ever be permitted to see the 
blessed light of day 7 zain. 

The current grew swifter and swifter, and it soon be- 
came evident that the river was running ps a steep 
incline. 


Would it end in a terrible cataract, in an awful fall 
in which he would be strangled and pounded to death? 

Suddenly he saw, far ahead of him, a tiny ray of light. 

It was the open sunshine—the sunshine of early morn- 
ing, soon after the dawn, for he had been occupied all 
night in the’ cave, 

“Would he reach it in safety, or would he be killed by 
some unknown peril before he could meres from that 
se cave! 
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Nearer and nearer the light came, and he was just be- 
ginning to congratulate himself that he was saved, when 
his frail craft struck a hidden snag. and was smashed a 
instantly to pieces. 

Lone Bear strtggled in the swift current for a few ‘f 
moments, and then he was thrown with great force 8 
against the side of the rock. His head struck it, and he ba 
lost consciousness. ‘3 s 

He was swirled rapidly down the stream and tossed 
up like a cork on the bank, about fifty yards from the x 
spot where the subterranean river emerged into the open- — 
country. ee 

Unfortunately this spot was very near to the camp ota f 
the Dakotas, and a few minutes later one of their braves ~ 
caught sight of the unconscious PORT and hastened to- « 
ward it. os 

He saw that it was the body of a Chavous warrior, — 
and to his great joy found that he was still living. {eat 

Whooping with delight, he summoned several of his | 
comrades, and it was not long before Lone Bear was car- 
ried, bound hand and foot, into the Dakota te vie- 
tim reserved for the torture of the stake! = 


ee 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
THE BORDER KING'S SACRIFICE. 


Buffalo Bill waited all day and all'night for his Chey- 2 
enne comrade, while these exciting events had been Bel 
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pening in the sacred cave, and he was a prey to the most 


acute anxiety. ay 
Again and again he reproached himself for having told 4 
Lone Beat about the war drum, an sent him on a mis- 
sion whiei might well prove to be his death. Still more 
bitterly he regretted that he had not overridden the Chey- — on 
enné’s objections and insisted on going with him into t 
cave. . 
When the dawn came he could wait for the return of — 
his friend no longes. Leaving the horses tethered in thes _ 
wood, he crept slowly and cautiously toward the Dakota 
camp. If Lone Bear was still alive he expected to find 
him there—a prisoner. | 
The border king reached a low hillock—one of. the ¢, 
foothills of the range which began with Coyote Mountain 
—without being seen. It looked directly down upon the 
Indian camp, about three hundred yards away. Hiding 
himself behind some tangled brushwood, he peered down. - 
on the redskins busy among their tents below. 
It had taken him nearly two hours to gain this spot 
withou@being seen. In the meantime, Lone Bear had ~ 
come through the subterrantan river and been captured. — 
Buffalo Bill watched the camp for nearly an hour, but 
saw nothing of his friend. As a matter of fact, Lone 
Bear had been taken to a tepee to be revived from his 
unconsciousness before he was led out to the torture. ~~ 


Presently, the king of the scouts saw several of the — 
bucks busily employed in driving a stake into the ground. 
He knew it only too well. It was the stake of the fietyy 
torment, and a cold fear gr ipped his heart that his blood ~~ 
brother might be the destined victim. hie 

It was not long before they finished their task, and then a8 
a crowd of braves began ‘to gather around the stake, 
which had been erected on the outskirts of the ee 
the open prairie. ae 

Their eager cries showed that they were inipationt! ir c 
the cruel spectacle which they loved 's SO ints to pcr if 
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ee Soon a bound figure was led out of a tepee and 
_ marched toward the stake by several of the medicine 
men. 
-. Even at that distance, the border king recognized the 
- figure as that of his blood brother, Lone Bear—the man 
_ whom he had sworn by the solemn oath of blood to pro- 
tect, and, if need were, to die for—the man who was 
now going to his death indirectly through his, pods: 
means. 
“T ought never to have sent him on such a mission,’ 
groaned the border king, forgetting in his generous self- 
he had tried to hold him back. ‘Well, there is still time. 

I reckon the Dakotas would rather have me to work their 
- tricks on even than him.” 

Without a moment’s hesitation, he rose from the bushes 
behind which he was hidden and rapidly descended the 
hillock, running toward the crowd of Indians who were 
"gathered near the stake. 

He had made up his mind to offer his own life in ex: 

. change for that of his blood brother. 

| He knew that the Dakotas feared and hated him as 
they feared and hated no other man—not even the chief 

' of the Bear Cheyennes—not even the intruder who had 

broken into their sacred cave, stolen their war drum and 

slain their high priest. 

The border king had inflicted bitter losses on the tribe 
-again and again, ‘and they would have cheerfully sacri- 
ficed two score braves to get him into their power. 

The redskins were so intent upon watching the pris- 
oner,. to see whether he showed any traces of fear, that, 
Buffalo Bill was able*®to get quite close to thein before 
he was seen. 

Suddenly a brave, happening to turn round, perceived 

im and pointed his finger at him, yelling in his ant 
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prise. 


~ The Dakotas were astounded. They looked at him as 
if he had dropped from the skies. 

The Cheyenne chief, White Wolf, who was in their 
midst with his braves, was the first to recover from his 
amazement. 


When he recognized Cody as his old enemy he shrieked 
with fury, drew 4 scalping knife from his. belt — 
rushed toward him. 


A Dakota, whose fine headdress of cabte salties 
showed that he was the paramount chief of the tribe, 
grappled with him and pushed him back. 

He saw that the border king hada six-shooter in each 
hand, and he wanted to hear what he had to say before 

the fighting began. He, too, had recognized the redoubt- 
_ able Long Hair; and he had a shrewd suspicion what was 
_ the nature of the mission that had brought him so boldly 
_ into the camp. 
‘ Addressing himself to this Dakota chieftain, 
knight of the plains said, courteously: 


“Greeting, Iron Fist! You and I have never met, save 
On. the field of battle, but we kflow one another pretty 
well, I think. Here, you see, I have two revolvers. You 
i: know enough about me to be sure that I carry a life in 
s.! every bullet. The last bullet will be for myself—the last 
_ but one for the prisoner there. Will you listen quietly to 
<4 what I have to say, or must I begin to fire?” 
“Speak, Long Hair! We listen. None shall harm you 
th “until I declare this truce at an end.” 
MG _ White Wolf gnashed his teeth with pee when he heard 


the 








_ reproach that Lone Bear had been eager to go and that» 
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this, but at a sign from their chief two of the Dakotas 
had ranged themselves alongside of him, and by main 
force they restrained him eons attempting another at- 
tack. 

“Ts it not true that you outa give much to have me 
as a prisoner in your power, so that you could bind me 
to the stake and work ee will on me?” asked Buffalo 
Bill. 

“Long Hair knows it is true,” replied the Dakota chief, 
with savage emphasis upon his words. “There is no 


lees man who has done so much harm to the Dakotas 


as Long Hair.” 

“Well, Iron Fist, will you. give me the life of that pris- 
oner if I give you mine—if I thrown down my guns and 
surrender myself as a prisoner into your hands ?” 

Iron Fist had been expecting this offer, but when it 
came he was almost stunned by its splendid generosity 
and self-sacrifice. Savage though he was, he could ap- 
preciate nobility even in his foes. 

“Long Hair,” he said, slowly, as a murmur of admira- 
tion arose from the circle of Indians, “‘you are the noblest 
man I ever met. There is no man among the Dakotas— 
no, nor among any other Indian tribe—who would do . 
this.” ¥ 

“Do you accept the offer?’ 

“Ves. 39 

“What surety have I that you will let the prisoner 01 a 

“The tongue of Iron Fist is not crooked,” said the In- 
dian, proudly. “IT have spoken, and my. words are not 
forked. I will swear it by the bones of my fathers, by. 
my hope to ride in the. happy hunting grounds of the 
Great Manitou.” ; 

Buffalo Bill knew that the chief had a high reputation 
for being a man of his word, and he decided to accept his 
cath. He threw his revolvers to the ground and sub- 
mitted to have his arms bound by the Dakotas. 

All this time Lone Bear was not idle or silent. He 
protested again and again that he would not accept the 
sacrifice which his blood brother offered to make for him; 
but the matter did not rest within his power to decide. 

By the order of Iron Fist, three of the braves gagged 
him and then carried him back to the tepee, from which 
he had just been brought. After the sacrifice had been 
accomplished he would be set at liberty. 

The border king was speedily bound to the stake. Much 


‘as the Dakotas admired his conduct, they did not intend 


to be balked of their vengeance. On the contrary, they 
would subject him to the worst tortures their savage 
minds could conceive. They yearned for the satisfaction 
of wringing at least one groan from a man n of such splen- 
did courage. 

Iron Fist commanded that four small fires of logs and 
brushwood should be built at four corners of a square, 
each about ten feet away from the stake to whieh the vic- 
tim had been bound. 

He meant that the border king shoidd roast in the tor- 
tures of a slow fire before the torch was put to the fuel 
piled up beneath his feet. 

The fires were built and lighted, and soon they were 
blazing fiercely. 

Buffalo Bill nerved up his courage to caaave this fiery 
trial. He was determined that he would not. give the 
savages the pleasure of forcing a single groan from his 
lips. If he must die he would at least die like a true 
American, without whining. 

The flames of the four fires, burning so close to ‘him, 
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scorched his clothes and singed his hair and mustache. 
The heat was terrible, and he almost swooned away. But 
not a sound did he utter. 

Maddened by the stern fortitude of Buffalo Bill,. the 
chief of the Dakotas stepped forward to apply the torch 
to the sticks beneath his feet. But before he could light 
the fire he fell back, with a bullet through hig brain. | 

The Dakotas yelled with rage and wonder when they 
saw the sudden death of their chieftain, who expired al- 
most before he touched the ground. 

They had little time for surprise, however. 

With an ear-splitting yell, the war host of the Chey- 
ennes, led by Red Tomahawk and Willow Blossom in 
person, were upon them. 

They had been able to creep up easily without being 


detected, favored by the clouds of smoke that rolled out - 


from the four fires, and also by the fact that the Dakotas 
were too much absorbed by their devilish task to keep a 
proper lookout. 

The battle that followed was short but decisive. 

The Dakotas and White Wolf’s Cheyennes were only 
armed with their knives and tomahawks, and some were 
‘not armed at all, for they had not anticipated danger. 

Taken by surprise, they were hewn down like sheep 
by their foes, who, seeing how they were treating their 
beloved Long Hair, had no thought of mercy. 


Only a few 6f the Dakotas managed to escape to the 
mountains. 


Wild Bill and Nick Wharton were among the first to 
burst into the fray. It was a shot from Wild Bill’s rifle 
that had slain Iron Fist when he was about to put tlie 
_ flaming brand to the sticks beneath Cody’s feet. 


The two scouts cared nothing at the moment for venge- 
ance on the Dakotas. Their first thought was to rescue 
Cody from his dangerous+and torturing position. 

They rushed up and scattered the four fires. Then 
they cut Buffalo Bill loose and rolled him in the grass, in 
order to extinguish the fire on his clothes, which had been 
ignited by some of the flying sparks. 


The Cheyennes swept past them, as they were busy» 


with this task, and massacred the Dakotas. But there 
was one man who saw what they were doing, and. deter- 
mined in his heart that the border king should yet die. 

That man was the recreant Cheyenne chief, White 
Wolf. 

He darted forward, knife in Hand, caring nothing for 
his own life if he could only plunge the weapon up to 
the hilt in the heart of the knight of the plains. 

Nick Wharton saw him coming, and received him with 
a couple of shots from his revolver, which stretched him 
dead on the grass. 

Little more remains to be told. 

Lone Bear was released from his captivity, safe and 
sound, but still suffering from the wounds he had re- 
ceived in the sacred cave. 

Willow Blossom—nursed him back to health and 
strength, and when he was fully recovered held a council 
of the Cheyenne nation to decide to whom she should 
give her hand in marriage in accordance with the terms 
of her promise. 

It was the unanimous opinion of the braves that Lone 
Bear’s adventure in the sacred cave was the most heroic 


{S3> Beware of Wild West imitations of the Buffalo Bill Stories. They are about fictitious characters: The Buffato 
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act of the campaign, save only Buffalo Bill’s offer t to take _ 
his place at the stake of sacrifice. - i? 

As Willow Blossom’s offer did not include the. ‘white og 
men, Lone Bear won the prize, much to the joy of the — 
chieftainess herself. “| 

She hesitated for a moment before she gave herself to 
him, for she remembered that in a rash moment, after 
hearing the story told by Plumed Heron, she had said } 
that she would wed the man who slew White Wolf. * 

Being in all things the soul of honor, she reminded old 
Nick Wharton of this, and offered to marry him if he 
wished. a 

The bashful old trapper was nearly scared to death at 
the mere suggestion. In a terrified voice he called on e 
Buffalo Bill to get him out of his plight. | 

The border king explained, in his most solemn man- ~ 
ner, that old, Nick had already got five wives in various 
parts of the white man’s country and his laws forbade his 
taking any more. . an! 

Wharton could never understand how it was that Wil- i 
low Blossom turned away from him in so much indigna- J 
tion, but he was very grateful to his friend, Cody, for 
getting him out of his scrape. ” 

Willow Blossom and Lone Bear were soon married, 
and they ruled the Cheyenne nation for many years. Be 

The war with the Dakotas was not finished by the one 
fight under the shadow of Coyote Mountain. Reinforced 
by other men of their nation, the Dakotas kept up the — 
cainpaign in the mountains for several weeks; but when 
they knew for certain that they had lost their war drum, ,, 
they put down their constant succession of defeats to A 
the wrath of the Great Manitou dnd begged for peace, 
which was granted to them after they had given hostages 
for their eood behavior in the future. v8 

The .Cheyennes who had followed the fortunes of 
White Wolf came back to the nation and were received W 
into it again by the wish of Willow Blossom. Some of ‘i 
the braves, especially Red Tomahawk, thought that they _ 
ought to be slain, but Lone Bear said: 

“No Cheyenne is our foe. Down with the Rakes 
when we meet them on the field of battle! But show 
mercy and love to our own kinsmen.” 

As for Buffalo Bill and his two comrades, they dwelt 
for some time in the lodges of the Cheyennes, where the 
border king was regarded as the hero of heroes. But the ~ 
time came when they struck out on the trail again in 
search of new scenes and fresh adventures. 






THE END. 


One of the most remarkable adventures in the career 
of the border king is recounted in next week’s story, 
“Buffalo Bill’s Sioux Foes; or, Tie Noosing of Big _ 
Elk.” ye 
~ The story tells how the king of the scouts guided a a 
wagon train of pioneers across the plains in the face of — 
terrible perils at the hands of the hostile Sioux. 

The deadly enmity between the Sioux and the Pawnees — 
is one of the principal elements in the plot of this th; i 
ing story. \ 

Every boy who likes to read about the real life of the 
Indians in the old pioneer days should get a BODY of i 
story. No. 219, out next week. 
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Adventures of THE AMERICAN HARKAWAY 











HE unflagging interest taken in the fortunes of the immortal Jack Harkaway by young boys, and old boys as well, has for thirty 
years been one of the marvels of the publishing world. These stories seem to be just as eagerly sought after and devoured to-day 
as when first issued, and myriads of readers idolize the Bold and Unconquered Jack in much the same spirit as they do - 

good old Robinson Crusoe. In fact it has become a household name. And yét, there has always been something like a spirit of keen dis- 
appointment among American lads because this hero happened to be a Britisher. At last believing the time is ripe to remedy this one 
defect, we now take pleasure in presenting a new series, in which, from week to week will be chronicled the wonderful adventures and 
madcap pranks of a genuine Yankee lad, who certainly bids fair to out-Harkaway the famous original of this type. In the energetic and 
restless Link Rover a unique character has been created, so bold and striking that we confidently expect his name to presently become 
quite as familiar among our American boys as thoge of Frank Merriwell or Buffalo Bill. These Stor es of Adventure and Frolic 
at school and abroad are written especially for this series by Gale Richards, who is under exclusive contract to devote his whole time and 
attention to this fascinating work. There is not a dull line from beginning to end, because Link Rover believes it is his especial duty and 
privilege to keep things constantly “humming.” So be fairly warned that to commence reading of his strange experiences is to acquire 


——————— TTT 








the “Rover habit,” which clings to one like a leech and is very hard to shake off. 


12—Link Rover’s Jumping Idol; or, Mad Pranks 
in a Chinese Temple. — 
13—Link Rover’s Pirate Junk; or, The Strange 
Cruise of the Howling Ghost. 
14—Link Rover in America; or, In scare of 
Fun at the “Golden Gate.” 
15—Link Rover’s Wager; or, Mixing Them Up 
on the Limited. 
16—Link Rover Among the Mormons; or, A 
Madcap Frolic in Old Salt Lake City. 
17—Link Rover's Warning; or, The Ghastly Sell 
on Sheriff Bowie, 
18—Link Rover's Glorious Lark; or, Making a 
Holy Show of the Train Robbers. 
19—Link ee oe or, Finding Fun on 
oa : 
20—Link Rover’s Camp Fires; or, A Jolly Jour- 
- fiey with the Hoboes. 
21—Link Rover on Guard; or, Tricks Played on 
Travelers. 
2a—Link Rover’s Discovery; or, A Very Hot 
-Time at Denver. 


ae tre Trapped; or, The Bursting of a 


bble 
' 24—Link Rover and the Money Makers; 
Something Not Down on the Bills. 


25—Link Rover in Chicago; or, Making i 


Fairly Hum. 
26—Link Riven s Strategy; or, Smoking Out an 
. Old Enemy. 
27—Link Rover Amon; 
or, A Roaring 
ae issippi. 
28—Link Rover’s Flying Wedge; or, Football 
Tactics on. a River Steamboat. 
29—-Link Rover’s Crusoe Island; or, A Campaign 
7 of Humor in the Flood. 


the Shanty Boatmen; 
oyage Down the Miss- 





36—Link Rover’s Success; or, 
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30—Link Rover’s Surprise; or, The Mischief to 


31—Link Rover Among the Cotton Pickers; or; 
Hustling for Fun Down in Dixie Land. 
32—Link Rover’s Black Double; or, Mirth and 
Mystery on the Old Plantation. 
33——Link Rover’s Tame Scarecrow; or, The As- 
tounding Racket “Daddy” ‘Played. 
34—Link Rover’s Awful Hoax; or, Comical 
Doings Among the Lynchers. 
35—Link Rover-in Trouble; or, A Picnic Not 
Down on the Bills. 
High Jinks 


Among the Moonshiners. 

37—Link Rover on Deck; or, Screaming Larks 
With Drummers. 

38—Link Rover in Florida; or, Hilarious Times 

. Under the Palmettos. 

39—Link Rover Stumped; or, The Prank That 
“Froggie” Planned. 

40—Link Rover’s Houseboat; or, A’ Howling 
Cruise Down Indian River. 

41—Link Rover Wrecked; or, Stirring Up the 

Oyster Dredgers. 

42—Link Rover’s Little Joke; or, ae Work at 

Palm Beach. 


43-——Link Rover on His Mettle; or, Out For Hah 
All the Time. 

44—Link Rover’s Best Scheme; or, a Hurricane 
of Humor Along the Coast. . 

45—Link Rover’s Journey; or, The Happy-Go- 

Lucky Farce by “Tonsey, ~ 

ee in Cuba; or, Waking the Sleepy 

ons. | 


47—Link Rover, Afloat and Ashore; or, Not So 
Simple as He Looked. 
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BUFFALO BILL STORIES | 
Containing the Most Thrilling Adventures of the Celebrated _—i|| 
Government Scout « BUFFALO BILL” (Hon. William F. Cody) i 


175—Buffalo Bill and the Claim Jumpers; or, 
The Mystery of Hellgate Mine. 

176—Buffalo Bill’s Strategy; or, The Queen of 
the Crater Cave. 


177—Buffalo Bill in Morenci; or, The Cat of the 


Copper Crag. 

178—Buffalo Bill’s Dead Drop; or, The Ghost- 
Scout of Colorado. 

179—Buffalo Bill’s Texan Hazard; or, The War 
Trail of the Apaches. 

180—Buffalo Bill’s Blindfold Duel; 
Death Feud in Arizona. 

181—Buffalo Bill’s Mexican Feud; or, The Ban- 

| dits of Sonora. 

182—Buffalo Bill’s Still Hunt; or, The Masked 
Men of Santa Fé. 

183—Buffalo Bill’s Fiercest Fight; or, The Cap- 
tive of the Apaches. 

184—Buffalo Bill’s Navajo Ally; or, The War 
with the Cave Dwellers. 

185—Buffalo Bill’s Best Shot; or, Saving Uncle 
Sam’s Troopers. 


or, The 


186—Buffalo Bill’s Girl Pard; or, The Mystery | 


‘ of the Blindfold Club. 

187—Buffalo Bill’s Eagle Eye; or, The Battle of 
the Staked Plains. 

188—Buffalo Bill’s Arizona Alliance; or, Nav- 
_ ajos Against Apaches. , 

189—Buffalo Bill’s Mexican Adventure; or, The 
White Indians of Yucatan. 

190—Buffalo Bill After the Bandits; or, Chasing 
the Wyoming Bank Robbers. 

191—Buffalo Bill’s Red Trailer; or, The Hole-in- 
the-Wall Outlaws of Wyoming. 

192—Buffalo Bill in the Hole-in-the-Wall; or 

3 Fighting the Wyoming Bank Robbers. 

193—Buffalo Bill and the Bandit in Armor; or, 
The Mysterious Horseman of the Moun- 
tains. : 

194—Buffalo Bill and the Masked Mystery; or, 
The Wild Riders of the Wilderness. 


195—Buffalo Bill in the Valley of Death; or, The 


Masked Brotherhood. 
196—Buffalo Bill in the Land of Fire; or, Nick 
Nomad, the Mountain Wanderer. 
197—Buffalo Bill in the Den of Snakes; or, The 
Search for a Ton of Gold. 
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198—Buffalo Bill’s Nebraskan Quest; or, The 
: Secret Brotherhood of the Platte. | 
199—Buffalo Bill and the Hounds of the Hills; 
or, The.Traitor Trooper. . Te 
200—Buffalo Bill’s Young Partner; or, The Out- |/™ 
; law Queen’s Cipher Message. I} 
201—Buffalo Bill’s Great Search; or, Bagging 
. Bad Birds in Wyoming. . 
202—Buffalo Bill and the Boy in Blue; or, The 
Ghost Dancers of the Bad Lands. 
203—Buffalo Bill's Long Chase; or, 
Frank’s Leap for Life. 
204—Buffalo Bill’s Mine Mystery; or, Conquer- 
ing the Brotherhood of the Crimson 
Cross. 
205—Buffalo Bill's Stratépic Tactics; or, Trail- 
ing the Terrible Thirty-nine. 
206—Buffalo Bill’s Big Jack Pot; or, A Game 
for a Life. 
207—Buffalo Bill’s Last Bullet; or, Solving the 
, Mystery of Robber’s Rock. 
208—Buffalo Bill’s Deadliest Peril; or, The Pur- 
suit of Black Barnett, the Outlaw. 
209—Buffalo Bill’s Great Knife Duel; or, The 
White Queen of the Sioux. om 
210—Buffalo Bill’s Blind Lead; or, The Treasure ate 
| of the Commander. a 
211—Buffalo Bill’s Sacrifice ; or, For a Woman’s 
Sake. 
212—Buffalo Bill’s Frisco Feud; or, California 
Joe to the Rescue. 
213—Buffalo Bill’s Diamond Hunt; or, The King 
of Bonanza Gulch. . 
fia Pees Bill’s Avenging Hand; or, Lariat |! _ 
Larry’s Last Throw. ae 
215—Buffalo Bill’s Mormon Quarrel; or, At War 
with the Danites. ‘3 
216—Buffalo Bill’s Deadshot Pard; or, The Evil 
' Spirit of the Plains. Ting 
217—Buffalo Bill’s Cheyenne Comrades; or, The || = 
Brand of the Death Brotherhood. é 
218—Buffalo Bill’s Fiery Trail; or, Lone Bear’s 
Paleface Pard. 
219—Buffalo Bill’s Sioux Foes; or, The Nowe 
of Big Elk. 
220—Buffalo Bills Cold Trail; or, The Medicine 
Woman of the Apaches. 
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